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Five Famous Johnson Polishes 
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Now Glo-Coat gives your floors nearly twice 
the shine - without rubbing or buffing / 





~~ Some people have the shied ideas! 
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A color camera tells the story ! 


Johnson’s Self Polishing Glo-Coat ... long famous for the 
sparkling glow it brings to floors . . . is now brighter than ever. 
And that means a brighter shine (actually a shine that’s nearly 
twice as bright) for all the linoleum and varnished wood floors 
in your home. 


And remember, you get this lustrous wax finish without rub- 
bing or buffing. Glo-Coat shines as it dries . . . and never 
streaks, 

The same Glo-Coat polish that beautifies floors protects-them, 
too. Dirt doesn’t penetrate easily into a tough wax film. Spilled 
things wipe up quickly. With regular Glo-Coat care, floors stay 
young, look young many years longer. 

If you want a brighter shine... a shine that lasts . . . be sure 
to ask for Johnson’s Self Polishing Glo-Coat. More women use 
Glo-Coat than any other floor polish. 










SAVE MONEY 
by buying 
the larger sizes 


Happiest show on your 
radio—Fibber McGee and 
Molly — Tuesday Night — 
CBC 


New! DRAX* Johnson’s new product DRAX gives invisible wax pro- 
tection to clothes and fabrics. DRAX-treated garments resist dirt, keep 
fresh longer, are easier to wash and iron. Look for the DRAX tag on 
garments you buy. Ask your laundry and dry cleaner for DRAX service. 
Coming soon! DRAX for household use. Write for information. S. C. 
JOHNSON & SON, Ltd. Brantford, Canada. 


*Trademark Reg. Canada Pat. Of. 
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A buffet supper table set with style and color—octegonal Lazy Susan 
centerpiece, square modern plates — the bread in a gay basket. 


"ON THE TABLE 
....THE MEAL IS READY! 


When you place the plate of fresh, whole- 
some bakers’ bread on the table, your 
family knows it’s time to pull up their 


chairs and sit down. 


Yes, any meal begins with delicious 
bakers’ bread. You need bread because 
it is the best and cheapest source of food 
energy you can buy. And the bread that 


Canada’s bakers make for you is an im- 


portant source of protein, too—needed 
for tissue repair and muscle-building. 
Be sure that every meal you plan in- 


cludes bakers’ bread. Sliced, toasted, 
cubed in soups, or used to “party-up” 
left-overs—bread is 


healthful and thrifty. 


always delicious, 


So remember—the meal isn’t ready 
until the bread is on the table! 


PREPARED BY THE MAKERS OF FLEISCHMANN'S YEAST AS A CONTRIBUTION 


; Te, 


BUY BAKERS’ BREAD 


Thanks to your Canadian Baker— 
you can easily serve the finest bread 
that can be made today. His baking 
skill, his modern equipment and 
methods, the fine ingredients he uses 


give you bread that is unequalled in 


wholesomeness and delicious flavor! 


TO THE ADVANCE MENT OF NATIONAL HEALTH 
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Wet Feet? Sniffles? Look out for a COLD! 


Gegl 


LISTERINE 


Ws FEET or cold feet or a sudden 
change of temperature may be all 
that is needed to reduce your resistance 
and enable the threatening germs called 


the “secondary invaders” to start a mass 
invasion of your throat tissues, 


These “secondary invaders”, accord- 
ing to some authorities, are responsible 
for so much of the misery associated 
with colds. 


What Listerine Antiseptic does 


So, when you've been exposed, gargle 
Listerine Antiseptic at once, and con- 
tinue it regularly. Listerine Antiseptic 
reaches way back on throat surfaces to 
kill millions of those “secondary in- 
vaders”. Used frequently during the 12 
to 36-hour period of “incubation” when 
a cold may be developing, Listerine 
Antiseptic may help guard against the 
mass invasion of germs and head off the 
trouble before it gets a good start. 


If your cold has already started, the 
Listerine Antiseptic gargle, repeated 
gar I 


often, may help reduce the severity of 
the infection, 


ANTISEPTIC , 






“SECONDARY INVADERS” 





These are some types of the threaten- 
ing germs that can cause so much of the 
misery of a cold when they invade the 
body through throat membranes. 









TOP ROW, left to right: Pneumococcus Type t1!, Pneumococcus 
Type IV, Streptococcus viridans, Friediander’s bacillus. BOT- 
TOM ROW. left to right: Streptococcus hemolyticus, Bacillus in- 
fluenzae, Micrococcus catarrha is, Staphylococcus aureus. 


A Remarkable Record 


Bear in mind that tests made during a 
12 year period revealed this impressive 
result: Those who gargled Listerine 
Anuseptic twice daily had fewer colds 
and usually milder colds than those who 
did not gargle ... and fewer sore throats, 


Make a habit of using Listerine Anti- 
septic regularly, and at the first sign of a 
cold increase the frequency of the gar- 
gle. It may spare you a lot of ands. 
Lambert Pharmacal Co. (Canada) Ltd, 


oa 


Tests made during a 12 year period showed 


FEWER COLDS AND MILDER COLDS 
for users of Listerine Antiseptic 


Made in Canade 


EDITORIAL 


llushands’ Jobs 
and Working Wives 


ET’S think about them for a moment—the married women 
who work outside the home, and the job your husband has. 

; What is your own personal conviction about the “right” 
of the married woman to employment, if she wants it? 

Think what you like about it—but think! For it is one of 
the most important questions to women. Today we are in a period of 
full employment and there are only vague rumblings against married 
women who work outside the home. But should jobs be fewer, the 
shout of protest against working women would be heard across 
the country, and around the world. 

What you think about it, and do about it, in your homes, and 
in your clubs, will have a very definite effect on what happens then. 


AS A general rule, wives will cheerfully pass resolutions urging 
that married women in business and industry be replaced with 
married men. They want their husbands to have the jobs. 

Business and professional women, on the other hand, who are 
working hard for better conditions for women in countries around 
the globe, are insisting on the opportunity for the married woman 
to earn her living, if she wants to. 

We should be wor king toget her, mar ried or not, for the full sharing 
of responsibilities; the full freedom, of men and women, toward the 
best development of our country. 

I have talked to many women who are against the idea of married 
women working outside the home. Their arguments revolve round 
two ideas: 

They say married men should have all the jobs available as they 
support families. Married women work for selfish reasons—nice 
clothes, luxuries. 


BUT WHAT are the facts? 

There are two classes of women who do not really count in this 
discussion. They are the Career Women, engaged in professional 
work or the creative arts; and the cleaning woman who scrubs 
office floors—and our own when we can persuade her. These two 
groups earn either praise and envy, or a casual dismissal. No 
husband wants a job cleaning floors. 

The bitterness arises in the great central mass of workers. 

Yet every survey shows that an overwhelming proportion of 
married women work (outside the home) because they must. 

The latest one to reach my desk is from the U. S, Department 
of Labor. 

It shows, among many interesting facts, that out of every 100 
women who work after marriage: 


57 support themselves and in many cases, others. 
21 have some special economic reason, such as buying a 
home, paying off debts, educating children, 
22 work because they enjoy it, or like their independence. 
We can agree that those who support themselves or others, are 

justified, We can, perhaps, realize that those who are working 
to attain a better standard of living for their families are those who 
are creating employment for others and therefore are vital to a 
healthy economy. 


If we debate the “right” of the 22, to enjoy work or independence, | 


we might as well realize that there are no standards whereby they 
can be weeded out, unless it’s an individual one with each firm, 

But if we know of their lives; if we watch them in crowded 
streetcars at the end of a tiring day; if we see them struggling with 
their marketing; or starting in on another day’s work when they 
reach home—we will realize that it’s a mighty hard life for any 
woman. Very few would undertake it unless they had excellent 
reasons, 


] DOUBT if we will ever go back to the old days when marriage 
automatically debarred a woman the right to earn money if she 
had the qualifications. Those firms which do maintain the bar are 
melting before the advance of the Four Freedoms. 


Perper ys Eetrs 
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Look... 


“My skin’s really beauty-clean, 


thot A 


smooth...after fresh-cleansing 


| with Woodbury Cold Cream! 





sai shat nt 





«» Jame Grew 


co-starring in R.K.O. Radio’s 
“OUT OF THE PAST” 


CLEANSES. SOFTENS 
SmMOOTHS 


| HA au 
a 
JARS FROM 16¢...TO THE BIG, BEAUTY-BARGAIN SIZE.. $1.00 
DEEP-CLEANSING ae ee 
. joat away make-up, 
RICH-SOFTENING dogging aii eal 
WOODBURY Four special. softening 
COLD CREAM ingredients smooth dry skin 
Jj 


(Made in Canada 


Jane's beaiati-qlow cleansing... with Woodbury Cold. Cream. 





Fresh-up! “And when skin needs a fresh-up, 
always... my Woodbury Cold Cream!” says 
Jane. “So clean-cleansing, I call it my 
‘sparkle treatment’!” Yes! This satin-smooth 
cream brings satin-glow skin. Take Wood- 
bury, girls, for your smoothing-cleansing ... 
keep that Woodbury “Always-Fresh” look! 





On-the-glow! Jane’s skin looks new bloom, 
after busy studio day. “A dinner date means 
first—my date with Woodbury! ... to cleanse 
and soften that tired dry-skin feeling! In a 
second, skin looks silky. A fresh film for my 
powder base... and make-up glows!” Your 


cue, girls...to Woodbury-Wonderful skin! 


for that “Always-Fresh” look 


Clear-clean, silken-soft skin—for you! 
Woodbury Cold Cream is different. Its 
rich oils cleanse deep...free your skin of 
clinging make-up, grime. And Woodbury’s 
four special softening ingredients smooth 
dry skin — each cleansing! See the velvet- 
fresh look Woodbury gives your skin! 

In tests of Woodbury Cold Cream with 
high-priced salon creams, hundreds of 
women preferred Woodbury because . . . 
“Woodbury cleanses better!” “Woodbury 
leaves skin softer!“ 


Proof that no finer cream than Woodbury 
is made . . . at any price! 


FOR SPECIAL SKIN PROBLEMS 


Dry Skin: Cleanse with Woodbury Cold 
Cream. Soften with Woodbury Special Dry 
Skin Cream... rich in lanolin’s benefits. 


Oily Skin: Cleanse with Woodbury 
liquefying Cleansing Cream. Removes 
surface oils for clearer skin! 





th 


Beautiful Good Night! “Have to think of morn- 
ing beauty,” says Jane. “So I Woodbury- 
cream-cleanse...for baby-clean skin. Then 
smooth on a fresh veil...for rich skin- 
softening all night through.” That’s Jane’s 
Woodbury Beauty Nightcap. Try it, girls.. 


get beautifying Woodbury Cold Cream now. 
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IRISH LINEN HANDKERCHIEFS 
REVEAL DISCRIMINATING TASTE 


Just one small square of Irish Linen, but don’t un- 
derestimate its importance. Embroidered, mono- 
grammed or printed, it expresses the very essence of 


the new fashion for all that’s feminine and lovely. 









paste? 


Write for this free 40-page 
booklet on Irish Linen. 


THE IRISH LINEN GUILD, 527 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 17, N. Y. | 


Life With Father 


CLARENCE DAY’S 
emerges on the screen with as much 
testiness as he had in the 
shattering Broadway play and in the 
famous sketches. “‘Madam, I am the 
only character of my home,” he roars in 


crusty parent 


rece wrd- 


unconscious humor at a thunderstruck 
employment agency head as he whisks 
away one of the series of maids that 
bowed before the Day temper. 

Father is a character all right, an 
autocrat of the breakfast table whose 
patience is tried by politics, poor coffee, 
and his wife’s ineptness with figures. 
William Powell’s playing makes him a 
lovable fraud who is defeated again and 
again by Mother’s tears and her 
impossible logic. Her final triumph 
comes when, sputtering protests, he sets 
off to be baptized, accompanied by his 
redheaded brood. 





You may be a little surprised at how 
unaccountably well clad the Days are, 
in spite of Father’s tightness with a 
dollar. Irene Dunne’s fashion-plate 
appearance is more Hollywood, 1947, 
than New York, 1883, but her light- 
minded Vinnie Day is otherwise impec- 
cable. The only one overlooked by the 
wardrobe mistress is Jimmy Lydon, as 
Clarence, Jr., whose part requires him to 
wear Father's cut-down suit throughout 
most of the picture. 

You may that in 
possibly to Mr. Powell’s public, Father 


regret deference 
is not as much of a martinet as you'd 
have expected. He has so many softer 
moments (with Miss Dunne, of course) 
that you wonder whether his absolutism 
wasn’t overrated. But on the whole 
the picture has a great deal of innocent 
merriment, and is enhanced by a 
splendid technicolor production and the 


charmingly stylized acting of the cast. 


Roosevelt: Memorial 


OUT OF a medley of old silent and more 
recent talkie newsreel clips, captured 
enemy and official U. S. Army pictures, 
and a few studio shots, the producers of 
‘**The Roosevelt Story” have assembled 
a moving memorial to the late President 
of the United States, The semi- 
documentary is not only a biography of 
F.D.R., it is a recollective chronicle of 
our times. 

Once again you will be stirred by the 
speeches that brought hope and courage 
to the American nation and to the entir¢ 
world: the first inaugural address, ‘‘The 
only thing we 
itself . ; the slashing denunciation 
of Italy, “The hand that held the dagger 
has plunged it in its neighbor’s back...” 

There is humor, too, as F. D. R. 
plays waterball with the kids in the 
Warm Springs pool and is dunked; as 
the late Will Rogers with typical dry 
humor introduces him at the nominating 


have to fear is fear 


” 


convention in 1932. In grim contrast 
are the clips of the depression of the 
early Thirties, the ominous glimpses of 
Hitler and Mussolini, the close-ups of 
Roosevelt ageing under the strain of 
Casablanca, Cairo, Teheran, and finally 
Yalta. 

Considering the hodge-podge of ma- 
terial for selection, the picture is a 
remarkable job of editing. Continuity 
is furnished by a narrator, supposedly a 
hackie watching the funeral cortege in 
1945. 
together 


His comments knit the picture 
when the President is not 
speaking, answer the Voice of Opposi- 
tion that decries the New Deal, and 
interpret the attitude of the man on the 
strect. 

The picture is not without flaws. Its 
chorus of voices at the end is a Holly- 
wood with its 
But as a tribute to the heroism 


cliché, Inconsistent 


theme. 
and vision of a great man and a reminder 
of the ideals of peace and freedom for 
which he stood, it should be seen by 
everyone. 


Never neglect a 
finger cut 








» | Black Narcissus 


The tendency of people to fall apart 
in extremes of climate is a subject 
cherished by many writers of the 
Somerset Maugham school. They have 
shown disintegration setting in in the 
frozen wastes of the North, under the 
searing sun of the desert, and beneath 
the hot rains of tropic islands. The 
subject is theatrical, to say the least, 
and Rumer Godden did not make it any 
less exotic with the principals of her 
novel, a group of Anglican nuns on a 
mountain peak. 

Even though the spiritual travail of 
the sisters in the rare altitude of the 
Himalyas is less frantically portrayed 


& 


Any tiny cut can become in- 
fected. Never take a chance! 


Cleanse the hurt properly. 
Then put on a Banp-Arp*—the 
Johnson & Johnson adhesive 
bandage that stays put... even 
on hard-to-bandage places. 


It comes to you individually 
wrapped; keeps out dirt, helps 
prevent infection. Keep one box 
at home—one where you work. than is usual in these epics of man’s sou! 
vs. nature’s soullessness, “Black Narcis- 
sus” has little distinction of plot. To the 
accompaniment of a relentlessly howling 
wind, the nuns set up their school and 
hospital in a palace that had previously 


*BAND-AID is the registered trade mark of 
Johnson & Johnson Limited for its adhesive bandage. 


The quick, easy way to 

bandage a finger housed the wives of an Indian potentate. 
Their first failure comes when the half- 
caste entrusted to their care runs off 
with the heir to the native ruler. (It is he 
who uses the Black Narcissug perfume 
that gives the story its title.) They 
clash with the villagers after a child 
treated by one of the sisters dies. 


- 


inally, a sister goes berserk after an 
unsuccessful attempt to leave the fold, 
and, headed by the Sister Superior, th« 
group returns to Calcutta defeated by 
the elements. 


Since the nuns belong to an order that 
renews its vows yearly, the question of 
subject matter is not as debatable as it 
might otherwise be, but for all that it is 
artificial, Over and against its staginess 
is the magnificent set and superb techni- 
color photography. It is hard to believe 
that the picture was made in England 
with painted flats. Another plus is the 
cast, which includes David Farrar 
(this seems to be David Farrar month), 
as a sceptical English agent; Kathlecn 
Byron, as the deranged nun; Jean 
Simmons, tinted for the role of Kauchi; 
and the always competent Flora Robson. 


BANDAID 


ADHESIVE BANDAGES 





q LIMITED ( MONTREAL 


Deborah Kerr’s overbearing young 
Sister Superior is quite satisfactory, al- 
though you have the feeling that more 
might have been made of the role. 4 
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A MATTRESS YOU tt LOve 
BY A NAME YOU KNOW 


nate Way Sagless 





Here is the pertect mattress fora perfect sleep. 
It's the Way Sagless 400’°— made by Canada's 


leading name in comfort. 


ome "You'll enjoy the sleeping delight of this 


great new mattress. You nestle into it—and it 


falls asleep with you. 


Acai The Way Sagless "400" mattress 


is a dream come true . . . dreamlined and 
styled to harmonize with your furnishing pottern. 
elle 
The "400° mattress is built by skilled’ 
craftsmen, using only the finest materiols—to 


give you the very finest of mattresses. 


The "400"—$59.50 
yalso Two cozy companions also available—_ 


Bee 


Styled and built for discriminating 


AY Saoless 
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Radio Stars prove 4 out of 9 women 


LOOK LOVELIER IN 6 MINUTES 


ene 
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LORE R AEM EARL OES OTE SRE 


OO TOMES BAPE LE ROR OFS VEIT 


BEFORE 


6 MINUTES AFTER 


Radio Star— 

Gisele La Fleche says: 
“Cashmere Bouquet 
Miracle Makeup gives 
me a softer, lovelier 
look . . . so fresh and 
natural!” 






Cashmere Gougual 
_ MIRACLE MAKEUP 


Beauty Salons endorse Miracle Makeup tested by fashion 
models, housewives, business girls and radio stars. 


can look lovelier 

ow —in 6 minutes— 
this Radio Star way. 
3 MINUTES— Massage fluffy 


Cashmere Bouquet Three- 
Purpose Cream into skin, espe- 
cially over your nose, chin and 
forehead. Now, with a tissue 
thoroughly remove the cream— 
with it, off comes stale makeup 
and dirt. Cream lightly again 
and remove the with 
another tissue, enough ‘Three- 
Purpose Cream will remain as 
a base for your Miracle Makeup. 


excess 


2 MINUTES—Pat on a light 
film of super-sifted Cashmere 
Bouquet Face Powder in your 
own personally-charted — shade. 
Then smooth on your personally- 
charted shade of Cashmere 
Bouquet Rouge, follow with a 
final pat of Powder. 


1 MINUTE—Now, glorify your 
lips with your personally -charted 
Cashmere Bouquet Lipstick. 
Look in your mirror! In 6 magic 
minutes Cashmere Bouquet 
brings out all your beauty— 
makes you lovelier than ever! 


WHAT GISELE SAYS ABOUT Cashmere Gougutl 


(Cashmere) 


FACE POWDER 


“I love the way Cashmere Bouquet 


by 
Charlotte Whitton. C.B.E. 


Mrs. Willie Winkle 
Runs through the town 
Up street and down street 
In ber best gown 
Knocking at the windows 
Crying through the lock 
We want votes for women 
In every single block. 


ND UNTIL women are ready so to 
take to personal 
canvass there’ll be few 


campaign and 
votes for 

women, and fewer women to vote 

for in any block! The 
strange paradox will persist of millions 
of women voters in the country and 
never more than 100 women in elective 


single 


public office, municipal, provincial and 
Dominion. Women have themselves to 
blame to a_ marked their 
lethargy, their lack of teamwork, their 
hope and assumption that public office, 
like matrimony, will advance and be 
offered to them by reason of their charm, 


degree 


or endowment of spirit, mind or worldly 
goods (when, as a matter of fact, every 
woman knows that even the design for 
matrimony takes a bit of 
thought and “‘come hither,” be it ever 
so skilfully contrived.) 

But in Winnipeg, city of perhaps 
Canada’s most enterprising and unified 
More 


women, and more capable women, have 


inductive 


women, it has been different. 


there held public office than propor- 
tionately in any other large centre in the 
Dominion. It has not been by accident, 
either of circumstances or even ex- 
ceptional ability. It has been practical 
management of a very high order, and 
loyalty to capable women as women and 
candidates on the part of women as a 
whole. This “herding up” came about, 
as so often happens, from the complacent 
indifference and herding up of the men. 

For years, its origin deep in the un- 


McWilliams and Dr. Ellen Douglas 
would appear on the general (men’s) 
slate, crash landed, and that was that, on 
the eve of the election! 

Overnight a Women’s Civic Com- 
mittee was set up, consisting of key 
members of the Business and Profes- 
sional Women, and in an incredibly 
short time they had an intensive cam- 
paign under way, financed only by 
spontaneous giving, but “sparked” by 
hundreds of Winnipeg business women, 
nurses, teachers, housewives and office 
workers. A good-humored radio skit 
from the witty pen of Kennethe Haig, 
by the reductio ad absurdum, won thou- 
It put the case for the 
right of Winnipeg’s thousands of women 
to be heard in the pithiest plea. “There 
were once three Tooley 
Street,” it ran, presented a 
petition to the British Parliament which 
began ‘We, the people of England’ and 
was signed “The Three Tailors of Ts wley 
Street.’ 
Tooley 


sands of votes. 


tailors of 
“who 


We too have our tailors of 
Street,” and, it ran on, sug- 
gesting these were the ‘“‘men only” who 
had long spoken and ruled in the name 
of all the people! 


MRS. McWILLIAMS was elected in 
Ward One. Dr. Douglas faced a split 
field of 17 candidates in Ward Two, and 
made a fine run though failing of 
election. 

Anyway, the women of Ward One 
had tasted battle and the success of 
strategy. They struck their standards 
and planned an onward march under the 
Women’s Civic Committee pledged to 
obtain such excellent women candidates 
for Council and School Board in Ward 
One that their election would be 
virtually guaranteed. They first sought 
the mechanism of an election committee 
within the Local Council of Women, 
but found that this did not work. “Too 
many of the women were tied by their 
husbands’ interests, etc.,”” and, adds one 


Bs ouquef ) 


Face Powder blends so beautifully with 
my natural skin tones. And it pats on 
so smoothly and evenly—giving my 
complexion a softer, fresher appearance. 
My personally-charted shade of 
Cashmere Bouquet is very flattering— 
truly the right shade for my skin.” 


of the most effective executive members 
(herself a happily married housewife), 


| happy general strike of 1919, Winnipeg 
has had a most 
Election Committee, pledged to obtain 
and support 


conscientious Civic 
“you needed the broader approach and 
capable candidates for 
municipal oflice—Council and School 
Board. In 1933, when with teeth set, the 
stricken West was facing dust-drifted 


singleminded purpose of the business 





women, the girls in the offices and shops: 
they do not seem to be infected with as 


‘There’s a Cashmere Bouquet Face Powder personally-charted jnst : , 
much petty jealousy as the women with 


for you—a right shade for all types from an angel-faced blonde to 





a sultry redhead. 


Cashmere Bouquet personally-charted Face Powder goes on so 
smoothly, evenly . ... helps conceal tiny lines and blemishes . . . 


clings for hours longer. 


FOLLOW THE RADIO STARS—USE 


Cashmere Gougusl FACE POWDER 


NATURELLE © COPPER TAN ¢@ 


ROSE RACHEL 


PINK MIST @ 


STAR DUST @ 
PEACH RACHEL 


BRUNETTE 





plains and the Jowest price for wheat in 
recorded history, the women of Win- 
nipeg decided that there must be at 
least one woman on City Council when 
so many thousands of families wer 


dependent on civic funds for any 
semblance of continuing home life, for 
their food, fuel, clothing and shelter. 
Through some misunderstanding, an 
expectation that the two excellent 


women candidates offering—Mrs. R. F. 


houses and husbands and children (but 
don’t quote me on that one, Charlotte).” 

So the Committee decided to get 
under way as an autonomous body. It 
did and with remarkable success, 
winning the support of the (Men’s) 
Civic Election Committee in its state, 
having them suppliants for sponsorship 
of their candidates and sending to the 
municipal lists (Council and School 
Board) a succession of splendid candi- 

















dates, elected and re-elected: Mrs. 
McWilliams, Miss Hilda Hesson, Mrs. 
Hiebert, Mrs. Rorke and Mrs. D. A. 
Mackay. Mrs. McWilliams has long 
since been the dignified chatelaine of 
Government House. Hilda Hesson, 
outstanding Business and Professional 
Club executive who succeeded her, 
having taken over a political post, 
indicated in 1946 that she would not 
stand in 1947, and here is where the 
Women’s Civic Committee shows its 
experience and mettle: it did not wait 
for the autumn of 1947 to deal with the 
matter; it met in October, 1946, and has 
had its committees at work for a year for 
consideration of candidates to succeed 
Miss Hesson. And Mrs. Mackay, 
school trustee, will run again. 


THE WOMEN’S Civic Committee 
“machine” is a beautiful, purring, 
smooth-running model, with “charity to 
all and malice toward none” who are 





Who but women would think up a special 
card to dangle from baby carriages? 


interested in good government in 
Winnipeg, and in giving capable women 
a due share of responsibility in the 
ordering of community life. It operates 
on a modest membership fee from a body 
of women freely associated merely for 
developing “in our women a greater 
interest in citizenship, and while in no 
way interfering in the conduct of the 
City’s affairs, to keep ourselves alert 
and informed and progressive.” Then 
comes very simply the clear practical 
phrasing in which women are always 
gifted if they are only earnest and 
annoyed enough. “‘Aims and Objects: 
(1) to encourage women with ability to 
offer to become candidates for Civic 
office; (2) to conduct a practical, active 
campaign to elect them; (3) to encourage 
and persuade all citizens to vote—to use 
their franchise.” 

The W.C.C. hitches its horse and 


wagon together to the stars, however, 








for it seeks out through its “Scouting 
Committee” its suitable candidates. 
And though it urges good citizens to 
vote, it brings the added punch of good 
names to vote for. And it runs a year- 
round campaign. All Ward One is zoned, 
and in every odd block or so, through 
the year, members of the W.C.C. hold 
the most effective get-together teas on 
a neighborhood basis—small “chummy” 
affairs, where city business comes down 
to essential matters of street-cleaning 
and garbage, relief schedules and school 
policies, etc., and at every tea, the sitting 
members and the prospective candidates 
are there. 

Then, round about election time there 
is a real event, the “‘W.C.C. Downtown 
Lunch,” given by the Women’s Civic 
Committee to enable business, profes- 
sional, shop, office, store, factory and 
general women workers to meet the 
Civic election candidates. The latter 
have nothing to do with it but come as 
guests too—there is no “free food” 
which would be contrary to the Election 
Act. There is no appeal for votes either, 
just “exposition of policy.” And the big 
luncheon is again very practical, for 
most women, left to themselves, do not 
waste time. The president of the W.C.C. 
(at present the gracious and able Mrs. 
W. S. Hamilton) makes a short speech 
while the first course is being served: 
business develops and the speakers come 
on for speeches to the split second, and 
the luncheon is over with no employee 
having had to ask for an extra five 
minutes off, 


BUT THE Publicity Committee and the 
Personal Contact Committee are the 
vital batteries in the mechanism. Who 
but a women’s committee fired with 
democratic zeal would dare to have as its 
slogan—and to honor it—‘Truth is the 
Strong Thing,” and as its working 
instruction to all speakers, canvassers, 
etc., “Have as much Truth as possible 
in as few words as possible.” (Yes, most 
women like brevity too, and practice 
it, if left to themselves.) 

The Publicity Committee uses paid 
advertisements, radio spots and speeches, 
personal cards, shop window and 
streetcar cards, and blotters by the tens 
of thousands, with their candidates’ 
pictures and lively slogans on them. 
“One good term deserves another,” 
they used for Mrs. Mackay’s re-elections., 
The school children get the blotters, 
well, not in the schools, but they get 
them. And, another wow for the Win- 
nipeg women, a special card was issued 
with their candidates’ appeal to dangle 
from baby carriages; it was used by the 

# Continued on page 79 
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Bleak autumn weather is sweater weather . . 
when you need a warm, woolly MONARCH-KNIT 
sweater between you and the chilly winds outdoors. 


There's a wide range of MONARCH-KNIT sweaters 
in many handsome styles, patterns and colours for 
both men and women. And no matter which smart 

MONARCH-KNIT sweater you choose, you'll find 

. long, durable service 


it gives snug warmth. 


... ata price you'll like. For cosy warmth, 
smart appearance, ask for MONARCH- 
KNIT sweaters ...they’re tops! 


All this and socks, too! 


Yes, there’s a wide choice of handsome 
MONARCH-KNIT socks for the man of the 
house, too. Many smart patterns and col- 


ours, and the new wonderful English Ribb 
sock, illustrated top, that’s especially soft 


and kind to the feet . . . see them! 





| TALL ae Quality — Foremost for Style 


AUCH 


THE MONARCH KNITTING COMPANY LIMITED 
DUNNVILLE DIVISION DUNNVILLE, ONTARIO 


“4 Ps PT 


Slip into a snug Monarch-Knit sweater! 


Chatelaine, November, 1947 —.7 
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anufacturers of knitted ovter-wear, hosiery, hand-knitting yarns 
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BEAUTIFUL STOCKINGS 





GOTHAM GOLD STRIPE NYLONS 


Legs look glamorously lovely in these sheer, 
clear, beautiful Gotham Gold Stripe Nylons. 
All sheer nylon, 30 denier, in SHADOW, 
one of the season’s fashionable dark shades. 


Buy these stockings at your favorite store. 


Made in Canada 


GOTHAM HOSIERY COMPANY 
OF CANADA, LIMITED. 
SALES OFFICE 
DOMINION SQUARE BUILDING 
MONTREAL, CANADA 
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R THE holiday season just ahead 
; ong 

you'll sparkle in jewelry. A 

latticework necklace of rhinestones 

and brilliants, for example. In 

imitation of real gems. Of course, if you 

can afford the precious kind, more’s the 
pleasure. 


Wind a yards-long metal chain 
around your throat. As a golden bib. 
As a gleaming collar with ends knotted 
and looped. As many variations as you 
have ingenuity. 


Sparkle in the rhinestone-studded 
bodice of a taffeta formal. The dazzler 
has a full skirt, a stand-away peplum 
edged with horsehair. Lustre for after- 
dark loveliness. 


Shine in shimmering sequins. A 
glittering spray at the shoulder of a 
classic crepe dinner gown with long 
sleeves. This is the season of good cheer. 


Autumn’s bride is beautiful in an- 
tique ivory satin. Harking back to the 
Edwardian era with its full court train 
and bustle bow. A circle of precious lace 
crests her hair. 


Her bridesmaids come down the 
aisle in bouffant taffeta. The oung 
square necklines and trim little pouf 
peplums at the back will be seen at other 
gala occasions later in the season. 


To pad or not to pad. That is the 
argument. Paris wants the natural 
shoulderline. New York stops at the 
rounded shoulder. And some dichard 
designers stick to the square look. It’s 
your choice. 


No question about the convex con- 
tour, however. Skirts will go even fuller 
as time draws on. The straight sil- 
houette is out. The era of the belling 
skirt is upon us. 


Somewhere among your souvenirs, 
would you happen to have a rabbit skin? 
A white one, of course. Perhaps a very 
outmoded bunny wrap. Close your 
eyes, visualize a white fur pillbox, and 
a tiny, tiny barrel muff, each carrying 
a minute bunch of violets. Very Vic- 
torian. Very 1947. Very, very fetching. 


Follow the line of most importance. 
It’s asymmetric or off-centre. In skirts 
diagonally draped. Bodices_surplice 
closed. Hats at a three-quarter angle. 
Shoes side fastened. 


Better not give him a stickpin or 
cuff links for Christmas. Because you’ll 
be borrowing them back. For the 
French cuffs and tie scarf of your smart, 
crisp white shirtwaist. Which will be 
busily pairing off with a velveteen dinner 
skirt or wool casual. 


The satchel bag always seemed a 
little on the austere side. Roomy, but 
plain and practical. Now it’s gone and 






















put on a party face. 
contrasting leather inserts and gold 
bullion. And it’s still 
spacious! 


wondrously 


For lengthening hemlines, the longer 
scarf. A filmy chiffon stole three yards 
long. Which you start at the bottom 
of your basic, pull through your belt, 
and drape around your collar or head. 


Out of the pages of history comes 
the metal jerkin. Made of history- 
making metallic lastex. Making you a 
modern Joan in armor. 


To underscore the elegance of your 
strapless ball gown a pair of matching 
long gloves. To wit: Your taffeta has 
an overbodice of lace. Your gloves 
combine both exquisite fabrics. 


Several strands of pearls worn over 
a mink coat is being done. Even as 
you wonder about what on earth they’! 
do next, you turn round for a second 
admiring glance. 


Bracelets up your tight-fitting sleeve. 
Or flowing dolmans. Dolmans are 
predicted for high style. 


For boudoir elegance a sleeveless 
peignoir of sheer wool. The gown 
beneath has the sleeves, and they’re 
long, full, and lace-frilled. A superla- 
tively exquisite ensemble. 


With a crest of 


PEELE REE OE, 


THERE'S LOVELY  ELE- 
GANCE in the new Cana- 
dian-designed formals and 
dinner frocks, as seen in 
these two by Fashion 
Guild. Left, filmy black 
lace, worn off or on the 
shoulders and _ forming 
sleeves and upper bodice, 
tops a full burgeoning skirt 
of imported white damask. 
Below, a slender-line, long- 
sleeved dinner dress, win- 
ter white crepe, has an un- 
usual collar effect of gold 
bugle beads and sequins 


on American Beauty crepe. 
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PRESS, IT’S LIT? RELEASE, IT’S OUT? 


Ronson “CROWN” 
Table Lighter in Silver 
Plate an inspired Christ- 
mas Gift... $15.50 


Safely out the instant you lift your finger 





HIGHLIGHTS OF THE TABLE... 


To see these exquisite table ap- 
pointments by Ronson in luxuri- 
ous silver plate is to marvel that 
anything so lovely ... so useful 


«+-can yet be so modestly priced, 


Let them serve you and your guests 
eee let them glorify your table see 
let them further repay their modest 
cost by guarding ypur furnishings 


from match burns. 







Featuring the famous 
Ronson safety-action: 


one-finger .. . one-motion. 


ONSO 


WORLD’S GREATEST LIGHTER 





Memorable Gifts for Christmas 


See all the smart Ronson models for 


pec het or handbag at your favorite 


dealer. Prices start as low as $6 


ON THE AIR 
Hear Ronson's “20 
Questions” every 
Saturday night 
(Monday nights Vane 
couver) over CBC 


Dominion Network, 


Ronson Art Metal W orks (Canada) Led., Toronto, Ont. 


| Threw Away My Glasses 


by HELEN BURKE 


Before and after contact lenses. Even your 
best friends don't need to know you wear them. 


HEN one of my little fourth- 

graders, watching me remove my 

glasses, blurted out, “ Miss Burke, 

you look so much better without 

them!” the idea of contact lenses 
spun in my hrain and fastened itself 
there, I was weary of bulky window- 
panes, flapping aimlessly on my nose 
bridge and of the annoying headaches 
that often accompanied them, My vision 
defects are of the everyday variety—a 
combination of myopia (short-sighted- 
ness) and astigmatism (irregular corn- 
eal curves). 

From the first, contact lenses won me 
over, They reminded me of a bisected 
soap bubble. I learned that these filmy 
shells, unlike spectacles, nestled cosily 
under the lids directly over the eye. 
Anchored by surface tension they 
roamed with the eye, banishing that 
unnecessary evil—distortion, They also 
increased the field of vision by discarding 
elaborate framework; and since they 
hugged the eye so closely, vision was 
actually improved, 

The invisibility of these lenses has 
often inspired friends to exclaim, “You 
are not wearing glasses any more!” And 
when I tell them about these new lenses 
they search my two glistening orbs and 
demand, “Where are they? I don’t see a 
thing!” Dorothy Parker’s famous state- 
ment that “‘Men seldom make passes at 
i trls W ho weal glasses” may even have 


to be revised in this new era of invisible 
specs. 


THE IDEA of glasses next to the eye 
was born about 1827 when a doctor 
thought he could halt an infection in a 
patient’s eyelid by shielding the cornea 
with a glass covering. But contact 
lenses didn’t become practical until 60 
years later—and the first ones were 
crude and painful. The strongest draw- 
back then and today is wearing time, but 
after years of intensive research scien- 
tists discovered that wearing time 
depends very much on the lens design, 
Now a new type of lens has finally 
emerged with important design changes. 
I could only wear my first lenses for a 
couple of hours at a time, but with this 
new design I have found a substantial 
increase in comfort and in the length of 
time I can keep them in my eyes. 

A new colorless plastic is replacing the 
earlier glass lens. This plastic can be 
easily ground and polished; it is proof 
against corrosive body chemicals and 
transmits light better than glass, Glass 
lenses shatter when dropped, whereas 
plastic ones can be bounced off a tile 
floor—in fact they resist the force of 
a half-pound steel ball. The one danger 
is the heavy tread of a foot on top of a 
lens. I took warning from the experience 
of a friend of mine who dropped her lens 
and began looking for it—then she heard 
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for Contact Lenses 


If your sight is below par, if you must wear glasses all 
your waking moments and find them a nuisance and a 
detriment to looks, the personal experience of this young 
schoolteacher may be the answer to your problem. 
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a sickening crunch as her mother came 
into the room and trod on it. If a lens 
should fall to the floor, the safe thing 
to do is stand still and permit only eyes 
and fingers to search. Other dangers are 
heat and harsh abrasives. I have found 
that soft cleansing tissue is the kindest 
type of lens wiper. 

Although the actual material in these 
featherweight lenses is worth about 25c, 
experts doubt that the price will drop 
much below $150 because of the pains- 
taking work involved to make the 
correct individual fitting. 


MANY PEOPLE shrink at the thought 
of anything foreign in the eye. The 
sclera (white era) which the lens touches 
is much tougher than one would believe 
and the wafer-thin lens is made to bulge 
slightly so that it rests only on this 
sclera. The cornea is further protected 
by a colorless solution which brims 
between it and the lens. This solution, 
consisting of a little salt and soda dis- 
solved in distilled water, counteracts 
certain chemicals discharged by the eye. 
By careful control of the salt and soda 
proportions this chemical action can be 
delayed, but when it finally gets out of 
hand a soft mist gathers. This is the 
time to sing “Smoke Gets In Your 
Eyes” and change the solution, 

The fitting of my contact lenses was 
painless. A shell-shaped lens was filled 
with grey-white molding substance and 
slipped carefully under the lid of one 
eye. I was told to gaze steadily at a tiny 
red light and to do nothing but breathe 

and that was the most difficult part. 
At the end of two minutes a perfect 
mold of my eye was displayed. The 
same was done for the other eye. It was 
as simple as that. Eventually my lenses 
were cast from these custom-made 
molds. How they ground my correction 
on something already so paper thin still 
baffles me. 

I mastered the art of inserting the 
lenses in about nine minutes. Now, all I 
do, after a few preliminaries, is to 
moisten the outside of the saucer-shaped 
lens and flood it with solution. Then, 
grasping it firmly, | lean forward so that 
my head is well down, to prevent too 
much solution from spilling. The final 
step is to widen my eye by spreading the 
lids apart, the upper one first, and the 
lens pops in with no trouble. 

Each person fitted for contact lenses 
is supplied with a small rubber suction 
cup for removing the lenses. But I was 
advised to master the thumb technique. 
It is less conspicuous, and—you always 
have your thumb along with you! For 
quickest removal I merely shove my 
thumb nail under the lens on the 
temporal side, while my eye studies the 
bridge of my nose—then, fast as wink, 
the lens is flicked free. Apropos of suc- 
tion cup versus thumb, one man walked 
into an oculist’s office recently, and 
exhibited a flaming red eye. He con- 
fessed that the previous night he must 


have been celebrating too freely, because , 


he tried for a long time to remove his 
lenses with a suction cup—only to find 
that he wasn’t wearing them. 


CONTACT LENSES have many special 
advantages. Their ability to repulse 
annoying or harmful objects is of great 
value. I remember hearing of a drill- 
press operator who, while working in the 
factory, felt a stinging blow against one 
of her contact lenses. She discovered 
that a sliver of steel had struck the lens 
and would have pierced her eye had it 
been unprotected. Another case was of a 
man badly smashed up in a car crash. 
When dragged from under his car it was 
found that although his face was badly 
cut, his eyes were intact—contact lenses 
shielded them. 

A baker grumbled that at work he was 
forced to peer through two white floury 
dises instead of spectacles—he longed 
for automatic windshield wipers. He 
tried contact lenses and is now a highly 
contented man because he can flick his 
own natural wipers, his eyelids, to clear 
his vision. 

Athletes, hampered by poor vision or 
fear of eve Injury, find these lenses a 
great comfort. Some of the American 
football stars are equipped with them so 
that they may engage in more vigorous 
tackling. A bespectacled Englishman 
who always yearned to ski but dared not 
tells me he took to contact lenses last 
year and found he suffered no handicap 
on the trails. 

Stage stars, platform artists, such as 
Constance Bennett, Patrice Munsell and 
Kate Smith receive double _ benefit 
from contact lenses: better vision, better 
appearance before their public. And, in 
the motion picture industry, these lenses 
are put to novel use. For instance, dur- 
ing the shooting of the movie, “‘North- 
West Mounted Police”? some sharp-eyed 
individual on the sidelines spotted 
Walter Hampden’s blue eyes. He was 
portraying an Indian chief—and blue- 
eyed Indians are as scarce as red-headed 
Zulus. So contact lenses, plus a harmless 
solution, transformed Mr. Hampden’s 
eyes from pale blue to a very dark 
brown, 


DOCTORS SAY that patients react 
differently when they are first fitted. 
Some are fearful and uncertain of the 
permanence of this new technique; 
others are ecstatically happy at the 
prospect of a richer life. When impaired 
vision has made it hard for them to 
carry on with their particular jobs, 
contact lenses, correctly designed and 
fitted, can be a boon. 

Also, should your eyes water in cold 
weather, or if you are the sentimental 
type who enjoys a good cry at the 
movies, you'll find contact lenses very 
co-operative. They leave the tiny tear 
ducts exposed so you can weep to your 
heart’s content. And, should your 
fingers accidentally jab your eye, while 
dabbing at your tears, chances are you 
won’teven blink. 


\ \ 


“Give them Phillips’ whenever they 
over-indulge or eat something that 
disagrees with them,” our Doctor said. 
And I’ve never forgotten the advice. 

Last nightthey suffered from stomach 
upset. But look at them this morning! 
They slept soundly. And they awoke 
to really gentle, thorough relief from 


Overnight Phillips’ works these 
two wonderful ways: ee 
7 As an acid stomach alkalizer, Phillips’ is one of — 
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MILK OF MAGNESIA 


Lipid Or JUse7s 


@hatelaine, November, 1947 — 1} 





since our Doctor advised this 
laxative-antacid for sluggishness 


sluggishness—thanks to Phillips’. 

Be prepared! Get genuine Phillips’ 
Milk of Magnesia today. Ask for the 
economical 50¢ size; it contains three 
times as much as the 25¢ bottle. 
Phillips’ is also available in easy-to- 
carry tablet form; 25¢ a box, less than 
a penny a tablet. Get Phillips’ today. 








PHILLIPS’ 
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this exciting woman whose look is so naturally 

fresh? It can be you—if you know that invisible, creamy- 
white DUBARRY FOUNDATION LOTION is the first 

step to any kind of make-up because it protects your skin— 
gives it a sweet dewiness that sings through. Thousands 
of DuBarry Success School* graduates use FOUNDATION 
LOTION as a perfect make-up base...for it is not 

absorbed by the skin...leaves a delicate, shielding 

film that lasts through the day. Your very first 

chance, try DUBARRY FOUNDATION LOTION for a look 
so lovely that men turn and whisper...“WHO Is SHE?” 


* The DuBarry Success School offers you a free Success-O-Plan. 
Get your copy of this easy-to-follow plan to greater 
loveliness from your DuBarry dealer. 








Du Barry 
FOUNDATION Bs 
LOTION 
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Brief Encounter 
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Ethelwyn Hobbes in Person 


by Zoe Clayton 


HEN Ethelwyn Hobbes first tried 

out for radio, several knowing 

executives of the CBC told her 

she’d never make the grade. Her 

voice had no “‘appeal,”’ and be- 
sides she just hadn’t got the knack of 
writing a good radio style. 

Well, well! Today in addition to a 
morning talk every week day over the 
mid - east and mid - west networks 
Ethelwyn has a Canada-wide program 
on Tuesdays, is often featured on CBC 
international broadcasts to England and 
is sometimes guest star on such regular 
CBC programs as Teen Time. Her fan 
mail comes into Montreal’s CBM by 
the bagful. It is probably no exaggera- 
tion to say that she is the most popular 
noncommercial woman speaker on 
Canada’s air waves. And the happy 
irony of the situation is underlined by 
the fact that CBC advises new female 
commentators to listen to Ethelwyn and 
model their scripts on hers! 

Typical of her fans is the housewife 
on an isolated northern prairie farm. 
Snowed in during the winter she lives 
for weeks on end without seeing another 
woman, “But,”’ she writes, “at 10.30 
every morning | turn on the radio and 
you pay me a warm friendly visit, Your 
cheery ‘Good morning’ somehow ban- 
ishes my loneliness.” 

Though she works harder than most, 
Ethelwyn is by no means the aggressive 
areer woman. Had her circumstances 
been different she might have been today 
a contented home-body, well read and 
intelligent certainly, but satisfied with a 


plain, anonymous niche. She is one of 


those rare women who not only have 
creative gifts but at the same time 


genuinely enjoy housework. When she 
first married, Ethelwyn knew less about 
the mysteries of cooking and_ the 
routine of keeping a house clean than 
the average Canadian business girl. 
She likes to recall with a laugh how as a 
bride she went to a store to purchase 
waxes, brushes and polishing cloths. Not 
knowing what she needed she asked the 
clerk to give her all the necessary equip- 
ment for cleaning floors. As he wrapped 
her bundles the clerk said, ““There now, 
all you need is some elbow grease and 
your floors will shine.” 

Puzzled, Ethelwyn looked over her 


‘ purchases and said doubtfully, “Elbow 


grease? But you haven't given me any. 
Are you out of stock?” 

During her 18 years of married life she 
has used plenty of elbow grease. Apart 
from intermittent help she does all the 
housework in_ her 
apartment, and cooks for her husband 
and 25-year-old stepson, Jeff. 

Unlike Ethelw yn 
seems to have no fear of oncoming age. 
Quite openly she admits to 47 years. 
Her hair, cut short and done in neat 
curls, is greying, her figure is rounded 
and her hands show evidences of hard 
household work. Her clothes—suits in 
winter, cottons in summer and rayon 


spotless six-room 


most careerists 


crepes for occasions—are in good taste 
but never sensational. Her friends, and 
she has a legion, are hard put to describe 
her. Beautiful? Well, no. Pretty? Yes, 
but something more than that. Her 
features are pleasant but undistin- 
guished. Yet her face has an unusual 
charm. It is lit with a warm friendliness 
and a genuine interest in everything she 
hears and sees and everyone she meets. 

She is an attentive and sympathetic 


# Continued on page 81 
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The man to 

see if your tooth 

brush “shows pink”. Let 
him decide if it’s just a case of 
sensitive, underworked gums— 
calling for “the helpful 
stimulation of Ipana and 
massage”. (7 out of 10 dentists 
recommend gum massage, 
nationwide survey shows.) 








Which your smile “a 
should always have. 

So start now to clean 

your teeth with Ipana and, 


each time, gently massage 
a little extra [pana onto your 


gums. See how quickly 

Ipana and massage come to the 
aid of sounder gums, 

brighter teeth .. . a lovelier, 
more gleaming smile, 


Product of Bristol-Myers— Made in Canada 






Creamy, whole- 
Wy some food. But like 
so many of the foods 

we eat today: soft food—no 
chewing to it. No work for 
lazy gums. Little exercise 
to help keep gums firm. Yet 
strong, healthy gums are 
so important in safe- 
guarding sound teeth, a 
sparkling smile. 


(XY 


The tooth paste 
specially designed, 

not only to clean teeth 
thoroughly—but, with gentle 
massage, to stimulate 

gums to healthier firmness. 
And that’s important 
for a sparkling smile 
depends so much on 


sound, healthy gums. 
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Do you like coffee? Do you know that coffee is never at its 


best if air has been at it for long? 


Nothing steals the flavour of fine coffee faster than air! And, 
no container protects the full, satisfying flavour of fine coffee 


better than the vacuum-packed metal can! It keeps out all 





The fact is... 





air... Always delivers coffee to you Roaster-Fresh! 





AMERICAN CAN COMPANY 


KENTVILLE MONTREAL HAMILTON TORONTO 


“NO OTHER CONTAINER PROTECTS 


WINNIPEG 


LIKE THE 


VANCOUVER 


“Dear Editor” 






A correspondence depart- 
ment for readers who feel 


impelled to take pen in hand 


‘‘First’’ Canadians 

Dear Editor: I have just read 
Margaret Ecker Francis’ article, “The 
First Canadians” in the August Chate- 
laine, and wish to express our gratitude 
to her for her sympathetic straightfor- 
ward story of the handicaps of the 
Indian people. 

I sincerely hope and pray it may 
reach the hearts of many “white Cana- 
dians,” the real strangers in Canada, 
so that they may be moved to give the 
Indian people wiser and more sympa- 
thetic consideration than in the past. 

To the Indian many faults have been 
attributed. Like any other race of 
people, they are good, bad and indiffer- 
ent, intelligent and dull, ambitious and 
easy-going. But—and here is the great 
difference—every undesirable quality 
that has ever been instanced by a single 
Indian is attributed to all Indians; an 
Indian may not appear in police court 
without the words, “Treaty Indian” 
being attached to his name, while any 
white may so appear without having 
his racial origin or descent identified. 
Is this justice or discrimination?. . . 

In Alberta, with the help of many 
white friends and organizations, the 
case of the Indian is gradually becoming 
known. But much prejudice still exists. 
For example—when some of our children 
wish to enter “white” schools there is 
“no room,” while the children of a white 
man, however dissolute or immoral he 
may be, are at once objects of sympathy 
and consideration... 

Indian boys and girls were good 
enough to defend this Canada in its 
distress. More than 2,500 volunteered 
for active service and left their blood 
in every area of active service. Are 
they on their return, are those whom 
they left behind forever, to be forgotten? 
The Indians wonder. 

How many people, even if sympa- 
thetic, are willing to invite an Indian 
to sit in their living room, eat at their 
table, or welcome them to their church? 
This is the final test. 

It is a challenge to women’s organiza- 
tions all over Canada to extend a 
welcome to their Indian sisters and see 
that such are not relegated to “third- 
rate hotels” and “‘east-end cafes.” We 
wonder whether such organizations will 
take up this challenge. 

God bless a woman like Margaret 
Ecker Francis and Chatelaine which had 
the courage to publish her article. 
John Laurie, Secretary, Indian Associa- 
tion of Alberta. 


Lavender and Heather? 


Dear Editor: A belated letter to your 
July issue. The cover started me doing 
a bit of reminiscing. Knew a lass just 
like her years ago. Same face contour, 
chin, mouth, nose, eyes, high forehead 
—only eyebrows different. Nice! 

But “Angry Women vs. High Food 
Prices” —now, now! Retailers are only 
human, aren’t they? Know a woman 
who owns a small grocery—tells me she 
is making more money now than she 
ever thought of or dared hope for. . . 
Poor Mr. Average Citizen paying 


through the nose again, regardless of 





how nice you journalists and politicians, 
including retailers, try to dress it or 
cover up! 

Then comes “Whispering City”— 
being very Canadian would love to see 
both versions, and please do give it 
plenty of good publicity. And how 
about more and better pictures of the 
principal actors in the French-Canadian 
version? Give voice! Beat the drum 
a bit! The article, “I Have Two Sons” 
—so good, very Canadian by a Cana- 
dian, | presume; though I am sceptical 
of the poor wailing mothers’ cries being 
heard or harkened to by the warmongers. 

All in all, Chatelaine I am proud of. 
Seems to have gone all-out Canadian 
since the war. Could almost smell 
English lavender and sometimes a bit 
of heather, previous. Tsk!—S. Man- 
ning, Victoria, B.C, 


Nearly Every Word! 

Dear Editor: Believe it or not I am 
writing because I am taking up the 
cudgels over a letter written by a Reader 
from Montreal (Chatelaine, July) who 
did not have the courage to sign his or 
her name. 

Chatelaine is a fine magazine. The 
stories are grand, and they always fire 
me with renewed ambition to write one 
myself, but never seem to find the time 
or encouragement (which a_ writer 
shouldn’t need) . . . To whom should 
I send such a story? 

The story entitled, “Grow Old With 
Me,” by Helen Bullard Rydell, was so 
real and so—oh, it seems so right. The 
sweet little love stories are nice to read, 
but this one found just the right spot. 

“1 Have Two Sons” left me with the 
feeling that the writer had an obsession. 
My brother was a prisoner in this war 
and I was in England ... I have four 
children and I know what she feels, but 
we should not be obsessed by it. 

I love Helen Campbell’s page, and 
never fail to read it. She makes some 
really good points ose Stace] read 
every word (well, nearly) in your maga- 
zine, so keep up the good work,— 


(Mrs.) T. P., Ontario. 


Thanks! Story manuscripts should be 
addressed to Editor, Chatelaine, 481 Uni- 
versity Ave., Toronto, Ont. 


That Teen-age Problem 

Dear Editor: May I congratulate 
you on your sane and healthy approach 
to the problems of menstruation, in your 
article, “High School Huddle,” in Sep- 
tember Chatelaine. As a woman who 
has no children, but spends a great deal 
of time working with teen-age girls in 
club work, I am constantly being 
shocked at the neglect of mothers—even 
those who call themselves very modern 
in outlook—in giving their daughters 
the most basic information and advice 
about this important period of their 
lives. 

I think because young people nowa- 
days are so much more advanced in 
their attitude about so many things, 
parents take it for granted that they 
are also well-informed on matters like 
this, and about the problems of sex 
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mirror book! 





Just published! Colour sketches and 
photos show you quick, easy decor- 
ators’ mirror tricks .. . enable you to 
double your home’s charm! 


You kaow that decorators have simple 
tricks that do wonders for a home’s looks 
- - » and that MIRRORS are used in 
decorators’ most effective work ... 

Well, you can now learn some of these 
valuable mirror-tricks for yourself! Use 
them in your own home—quickly, easily, 
economically! Send today for Hobbs’ 
new FREE booklet: “MAKE YOUR ROOMS 
LIGHT UP AND GROW WITH MIRRORS.” 

This lovely colour booklet gives you 
tips that help make your rooms look 
actually higher, wider, longer! Shows 
you how to make light appear in corners 
where there really #sn’t any light! 

You'll find plenty of surprises in “MAKE 
YOUR ROOMS LIGHT UP AND GROW WITH 
MIRRORS”... you'll discover that mirrors 
can transform any part of your home... 
living room, dining room, bedroom, 
bathroom, hallway—even your kitchen! 

Be sure you get your copy of this grand 
booklet everyone's going to want. There's 
no obligation, no one will call on you. 
Send the coupon TODAY—or ask for a 
copy at your furniture or department store. 


While they last! 
Mail coupon today! 


ccfcoccococoe 


Hobbs Glass Limited, Dept. C-2, 
London, Ontario. 


Please send me my FREE copy of “MAKE 
YOUR ROOMS LIGHT UP AND GROW 
WITH MIRORS.,” 


NAM, .cccccccceveccccccccccecsceeeesess 
Street Address... cccsaccececerveseseeveeses 
CHI cecccceccccceccccs cl OOUNCEs coccsccee 


My furniture dealer is: (Please print plainly) 











generally. You have only to go into 
a group of girls in any church or other 
club organization (at least, that is what 
I have found working in two widely 
separated cities in which I have lived) 
to see how untrue this is, I have been 
in a quandary on many occasions when 
some tack the conversation has taken 
in a meeting or discussion has brought 
a delegation of two or three girls to ask 
me if we could have some talks about 
sex problems, I feel that as a voluntary 
worker of the type I am, I should not 
encroach on a subject which ought to 
be one of frank and open discussion 
between mother and daughter. In the 
very subject on which you write lies an 
excellent approach to the whole field for 
the mother. And I am constantly being 
faced with questions and requests for 
information, 

There is a feeling among many youth 
educators that courses at school for girls 
in this age group on such matters might 
be an excellent idea, if given by graduate 
nurses. And some schools have, | 
believe, undertaken such classes. Many 
girls have told me that they believe their 
mothers find the whole subject too 
embarrassing to discuss, and they are 
acutely aware of this feeling. So they 
stumble along gathering up what ideas 
they may, many of them completely 
incorrect, about subjects most vital to 
their future happiness and success as 
wives and mothers. 

That is why I am so pleased to see 
a magazine like Chatelaine go firmly 
and matter-of-factly into this subject, 
and why I feel it will be of tremendous 
value to hundreds of Canadian girls 
across the country. More power to you! 

(Miss) A. H. Brown, Winnipeg. 


Dear Editor: Asa reader of Chatelaine 
for many years | am now about to lodge 
a sharp protest. I have always con- 
sidered your magazine the type I could 
leave with confidence on my living room 
table. But in the last issue—September 

I was shocked and dismayed to read 
an article, “‘High School Huddle,” set- 
ting forth in plain language what I have 
always considered a private matter for 
ladies only. I put the magazine in a 
drawer knowing that my 16-year-old 
daughter would be bringing friends 
home after school—boys as well as girls. 
Imagine her and my embarrassment if 
one of them began reading this article. 
I know that information of this kind 
has value in its place—but its place is 
not the pages of Chatelaine. I also 
think many young people get unwhole- 
some pleasure from reading the intimate 


| details of what your writer calls “the 


curse,” I hope after this you will stick 
more rigidly to the rules of good taste in 
choosing your material, 

As an antidote to the above, may I 
congratulate you warmly on the tribute 
paid to schoolteachers—and the interest- 
ing way it was written. It is high time 
we looked upon the profession of school 
teaching with the respect and admira- 
tion it deserves.—(Mrs.) M. Whittaker, 
Toronto. 


The label on Your Magazine 


is a facsimile of Chatelaine’s permanent 
record of your subscription. If the initials, 
spelling or address are not correct, please 
advise us promptly so that our records may 
be adjusted, 

Should it be necessary to write us at any 
time regarding your subscription, please 
refer to the reference number shown below 
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Soak | plates 


in Polident to keep them 


odor-free, hygienically clean! 
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|B pesnke sae BREATH is a serious social 
problem. It may make your close 
presence distasteful to friends or family, 
and give you away to others who might 
never guess you wear false teeth. You can’t 
“brush off”? DENTURE BREATH! 

Brushing dental plates with tooth pastes, 
powders or soap may scratch delicate plate 
material, 60 times softer than natural teeth. 
Food particles and film collect in these 
unseen scratches—causing offensive 
DENTURE BREATH! 

With Polident there’s no brushing, no 
fear of DENTURE BREATH. Daily soaking 
keeps dentures sparkling clean, odor-free. 
Polident is reeommended by more dentists 
than any other denture cleanser. Costs 
less than 1¢ a day to use. 40¢ and 75¢ at 
all drug stores. 


4 POLIDENT #7 


TO KEEP PLATES AND BRIDGES 


CLEAN... AND ODOR-FREE! 
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\O0SE PLATES ? 


Amazing NEW CREAM Holds 
Even Lowers Tight All Day 


The makers of Polident have developed 
a new cream for holding false teeth tight. 
Its gripping power is so sensational that 
they guarantee you double your money 
back if it doesn’t hold your plates tighter, 
longer than anything you ever tried before. 
If you have used old-fashioned holding 


powders and found that you had to apply 
them three or four times a day, didn’t 
like their taste or messiness, then new 
Poli-Grip is for you, 
Pleasant to use, dainty and economical. 
With Poli-Grip you can laugh, sing, 
fear of 


eat what you want without 
embarrassment. 

Remember Poli-Grip holds 
plates tight, no matter 
how they fit. 

40¢ and 75¢ 
tubes at all drug 
stores. 


GUARANTEED BY POLIDENT 





Stafford-Miller (of Canada), Limited, 172 John Street, Toronto 2, Canada 





SPLENDOR FROM THE SKIES... 


INTERNATIONAL STERLING’S DAZZLING NEW DESIGN 


FROM THE STILL and splendid northern skies, 
alight with shafts of streaming brilliance, 
comes the inspiration for International Ster- 
ling’s new masterpiece of magnificence... 
Northern Lights. 

Now . 
pattern with grandeur in its sweeping, spa- 


. . flashing on the horizon... a 


cious lines, its corona of curving rays. 
Never before have the silversmiths of 

International Sterling created a pattern so 

rich, so massive. As you lift each piece, you 


can feel the solid-silver weight . . . sense 
the perfect balance. 

Imagine Northern Lights on your own 
table . . . the rich, impressive look of it. . . 
the way candle glow plays across the deep 
carving till the light seems to spring from 
the pattern itself. Imagine your pride. . . 
not just when other people see your table, 
but every day. 

Begin, if you like, with just a few place 
settings (dinner knife and fork, teaspoon, 


cream soup spoon, salad fork, and butter 
spreader); complete your set as you go along. 
Northern Lights is made by The International 
Silver Co. of Canada Ltd., Hamilton, Ont. 

You can see Northern Lights in all its 
splendor at your jeweler’s. Stop in, won't you? 


* * * 


TUNE IN to The Adventures of Ozzie and 
Harriet, Sunday evening, 6:00 p.m., E.S.T 
CBC Trans-Canada Network. 
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There's 
Always 
(eorge 


by Margaret E. Barnard 


CHATELAINE FOR NOVEMBER 





Illustrated by John Jones, 


She knew just how to handle 
him. Her most provocative dress, her 


smoothest hairdo, her arms around his 


neck showing him just how nice the new ear- 
rings looked... 


AKE Vi Weston. You would have picked her 
out at once from the crowd of people at Fay and 
Mack Hurley’s house-warming. Vi was the one 
with the corn-colored hair, blue eyes and dark 
eyelashes; in the cream wool with the wide gold 
belt. She was 24, and since coming to the city three 
years ago from the small town where she grew up had 
acquired a good secretarial position, a definite clothes 
sense, and George, for which she was the envy of all 
her friends. George was the one who looked like a 


junior executive. His ambition, and one which he 
would probably realize, was to be what he looked. No 
cheap seats for him, no mooching around in any old 
tin can of a car was his policy. Nothing but the best 
for him. And that included Vi. For nearly two years 
now he had been spending a great deal of his money 
and most of her time taking her places. 

If you had asked Vi, on this November evening, who 
was the happiest person in the entire old-fashioned 
mansion turned rooming # Continued on page 64 
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RUCE forced his reluctant eyelids open. Fog 

nuzzled in grey monotony against the window- 

panes. He heaved up on one elbow and turned 

his head. Jill’s bed was empty .. . precisely 

made. There was no remembrance of her having 
slept there . . . no nightgown draped over the bed 
. » . no fuzzy slippers . . . no disarray. Everything 
was put away. Everything was always put away aiter 
Jill. It was as though she were covering her tracks, 
leaving nothing through which anyone vould find her. 
It was like a door closed in his face. It started his 
day all wrong. 

Even the cascading chill of the shower did nothing 
for that heaviness behind his eyes. It was no good like 
this... no good waking up with that irritated 
feeling between his shoulder blades morning after 
morning . .. no good scowling at himself in the 
mirror when he shaved—his face wasn’t that bad. He 
had every reason to wake up smiling—a top job, a 
lovely child, a nice home, a new car, a charming .. . 
His mind paused. He might as well stop kidding 
himself right now. He knew what the matter was. 
His charming wife. The charm was still all there on 
the surface, so what was he complaining about? The 
surface was all he ever saw, wasn’t it? Big joke. Only 
it wasn’t funny. 

They were both at the breakfast table when he 
came down. Carol was scrubbed and rosy, in a red 
and white checked dress with tiny red bows swinging 
at the ends of her short pigtails. She said, ‘“‘ Morning, 
daddy.” 

Jill was adjusting Carol’s apron. She turned. “Eggs, 
Bruce?” 

His stomach shuddered. Eggs were for happy men 
with good appetites. “Not this morning.” He patted 
his daughter’s small blond head and sat down. Jill 
poured coffce for him. He watched her, wanting to be 
angry, looking for an opening to say something to 
shock some emotion into her face. There wasn’t any. 
Jill’s small oval face with the level brows and clear 
blue eyes was pleasant . . . smiling. Her voice was 
carefully tailored. Not even a hint of anything that 
might be going on inside her rippled in her features. 
She was dressed. Her hair was carefully combed. 
Bruce couldn’t remember the last time she had 
Breakfasted with him in her robe. He crunched 
moodily into his toast. ‘This stuff is dry.” 

“Sorry. I'll make some fresh.” 

“Don’t bother.”” He knew it wasn’t the toast. It 
was Jill. The coffee was good, but it didn’t taste good. 
Nothing did. He put his cup down. “I forgot to tell 
you. Pete Chandler’s coming out tonight .. . for 
dinner.” 

There was a glimmer of interest in her eyes. “I 
didn’t know he was in town.” 

“*He called me yesterday. Mind?” 

“Of course not. I always liked Pete. 
what had happened to him.” 

“Just pride, I think. I understand he hasn’t been 
doing too well... didn’t want it to get around, 
Which makes me more than a little suspicious about 
his telephoning now.” 

“nr 

“I think he wants to borrow money. Doug Keniston 
was in the other day, said Pete had tried to put the bite 
onhim ... heavy. Doug had a tough time wriggling 
off the hook. He warned me that Pete might be on my 
tail next.” 


I wondered 


& 


He had started life a young man with ideals . . . with a 


“Wasn’t Pete the one whose wife was so sick? 
Maybe he needs—” 

“‘Dead-beats always have a good story. Pete’s a 
bad risk ... he'll never amount to much. Just 
doesn’t have the stuff.” 

Carol Icoked up. “‘What’s a dead-beat, daddy?” 

Bruce smiled grimly. ‘Someone you went to scuool 
with who seems to think that gives him a credit rating 
with you. But don’t worry, dear. It shouldn’t apply 
to nursery school.” He looked at Jill. Her face was 
quict. “I just wanted to give you your cue as to 
conversation. We’re not doing so well ourselves .. « 
pretty well up against it at the moment, payments on 
the house and car, insurance . . . whatever else you 
can throw in. Get it?” 

Jill nodded. 

Bruce finished his coffee and rose. “I feel sort of 
sorry for the guy. Why don’t you get some nice steaks 
for tonight?” He bent and kissed the top of Carol’s 
head, 

Jill went to the door with him and waited while 
he shrugged into his coat. “Shall I drive you to the 
station?” 

He shook his head. “It’s early. The walk will do 
me good.” He leaned forward to kiss her. Her lips 
were cool . . . pleasant . . . empty of feeling. He 
had to grit his teeth to keep from slamming the door 
after him. 


THE ANGER and bitterness stayed with him on the 
train all the way into town. He’d been cheated. He 
was married, but his wife wasn’t the girl he’d married 

. the person he’d wanted so very much to be 
married to. She had changed. You fell in love with a 
girl and you married her and you expected to live 
with that person the rest of your life. You expected to 
live with a girl of quick laughter, of strong enthusiasms 
and a vibrant feeling for life . . . a girl whose eyes 
started to shine when they saw you, who went singing 
around the house when you were home .. . a girl 
whose warmth made even her irresponsibility seem 
delightful. Jill never sang any more. She sat quietly 
and smiled where she had once bubbled laughter. 
She took an almost meticulous care about the most 
trivial things. The enthusiasm with which she’d once 
followed his stories about his successes in his work 
had been replaced by polite attention. She seemed 
interested only in Carol and in keeping the house 
scrupulously neat. Bruce had thought Jill would take 
pride in his career, would want to be a part of it. 
Instead, every step he took up the ladder seemed to 
drive her farther into a shell of formality. Their home 
had become a house, a place without warmth. He’d 
been cheated. 

His depression should have left him when he 
arrived at the office and swung into the routine of 
contacting accounts, inspecting layouts, needling 
copywriters and dickering with artists. This morning, 
however, he couldn’t shake it off. It seemed to have 
got the upper hand finally, to be carried around with 
him from then on, his personal old-man-of-the-sea. 

He generally went to lunch at the club, but today 
he had no heart for conversation with that blithe 
crew of aggressive young businessmen. They all 
had the self-confidence of people who knew where their 
lives were going. Bruce didn’t, suddenly. 

It was a dismal day. He lunched at a small French 
restaurant. When he came out, the wind, furry with 


feeling for the world’s problems. It had narrowed down 
to those of his friends, finally to his family. Not an unusual 


story, you'd say ... except for the ending, maybe. 
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dampness, probed into him with chilly fingers. Bruce 
turned up the collar of his topcoat. He walked over 
toward the park. He had told his secretary he might 
be back late. He needed time to think. Not that there 
was much to think about. He was unhappy, but there 
wasn’t much he could do about it. He was trapped 
in his unhappiness by his feeling for Carol. Splitting 
up their home would undoubtedly have a reaction on 
her. His tootsteps lagged. How did he know? Wasn’t it 
worse this way . . . worse for her to grew up in an 
atmosphere where all the tenderness was centred on 
her—where there was emptiness between her parents 
where there should have been love? Who knew what 
went on in the mind of a child, anyhow? Maybe she’d 
already noticed that something was wrong. Maybe 
she’d be a lot better off if Bruce took his disappoint- 
ment—and himself—out of her daily life. He knew 
that Jill wouldn’t mind. The formalized woman with 
whom he was living felt nothing deeply enough to be 
hurt by his leaving her. It might be the only way. 


“BRUCE! Bruce Winters!” 

He turned. A tall girl swathed in furs was tugging 
at a recalcitrant little terrier’s leash with one hard 
and waving at him with the other. His eyelids flick- 
ered, The features had been softer the last time he’d 
seen her, but there was no mistaking the forthright 
manner. “‘ Nancy Cates! Wherever did you pop from?” 

“You did the popping. I walk Achilles in the park 
every afternoon. Bruce, this is so nice. It’s been years, 
hasn’t it? Are you living in town?” 

“Within commuting distance. But the last we heard 
about you, you were out West.” 

“‘That was only a hunting trip.” Nancy laughed. “I 
got me a man out there. The name is Mrs. Roger 
Desmond now. Roger had business here, and we came 
east last month. | was just about getting around to 
looking you people up. How is Jill?” 

Bruce hesitated slightly. “‘ Fine.” 

“T’d love to see her. Still as flighty as ever, I 
suppose.” 

“No.” His voice was flat. “Jill's grown up now.” 

“Jill?” Her eyebrows were raised. “Oh, not really. 1 
never thought there’d be enough years for that.” 

Bruce didn’t mention that he hadn’t either. He 
didn’t want Nancy to know anything was the matter. 
Nancy had once been Jill’s closest friend. “‘She’s 
changed. People do, you know. She’s quite restrained.” 

“Incredible.” Nancy frowned, shaking her head. 
‘She was so. . . well . . . she had so much inside 
her, like a fountain that’s always brimming over. | 
still remember the day she fell in love with you.” 

“Day?” His brow furrowed. “1 didn’t know it was 
that short a process.” 

Nancy smiled reminiscently. # Continued on page 60 
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N o one need know she had married him for his money... 


and who would suspect if she speeded up the final 


by Marion Bramhall 


HE STRAIGHTENED the blue chenille spread 
and neatly tucked it in at the bottom where his 
feet had kicked it loose. 

“How do you feel?” The forced smile pulled 
the skin taut over her high cheekbones. It had 
the effect of a beauty mask left on too long. 

His thin lips, parched by the fever, twisted in a 
malicious travesty of humor. “Better. E-yup. 
About another week and I'll be on my feet again.” 
And as she stirred restlessly his smile widened. 
“‘Guess you won't like that much, will you, Ellie?” 

“It will make less work for me,”’ she said, allowing 
the tight smile to fade. 

“T offered to hire a nurse,” Martin reminded her, 
his voice high and querulous, an old man’s voice. 

“TI know,” she said, again forcing the smile. “It 
hasn’t been too bad.” 

His shrewd eyes, bright as the head of an old- 
fashioned, porcelain-topped pin, bored with merciless 
penetration through the mask of her smile. He 
knows, she thought, recognizing her own hard, 
realistic bitterness and hating it, he knows that I 
despise him. I didn’t mean ever to let him, but it’s 
too late. He knows. 

“Would you like your warm milk now, Martin?” 
Her hand, on the arm of the chair, trembled slightly. 
She put it in her lap. 

“Not just yet awhile. I feel like talking.” 

“About what?” The unexpected harshness of her 
tone was startling. She cleared her throat and began 
again. “The doctor said you must have lots of sleep, 
you know.” 

His head tilted sideways. He looked like a bird, 
a hawk. Long pointed beak, sharp, darting eyes, 
hands like talons. “I don’t like the flavor of that 
stuff you put in my milk. What’d you say it was?” 

“A sleeping powder.” 

“Leave it out tonight.” 

She shook her head. “‘Just once more,” she said, 
and alarm brought a tremor into her voice. “I know 
you feel better, but it’s still important for you to get 
plenty of sleep.” With a tremendous effort of will 
she made herself reach out and take one clawlike 
hand and caress it lightly. ‘“Tomortow when. the 
doctor comes we'll ask him about cutting déwn the 
doses. Maybe he’ll say you don’t need #t at“all‘now, 
you’reso much better. But take it ju&t once more, 
for me.” She pressed the cold thin hand and held 
it firmly. 

Martin sighed. “Why should I do it for you? Why 
should I do anything for you?” 


act for that querulous unloved man lying in his sickroom upstairs... 


“T’ve been a good nurse.” 

“Eah?” 

“Well, I’ve tried.” She looked hurt and dropped 
his hand on the blue chenille spread. 

“E-yup, I suppose you have,” he conceded with 
reluctance. He turned his head then and looked out 
of the window. “The thing that gets me is why you 
ever married me in the first place,” he said. “Lord 
knows I’m homely enough, and old too. A likely-looking 
woman such as you ought to have found somebody 
with get-up-and-go. How old are you, Ellie?” 

“Fifty-one.” Lightly she dropped the four years 
she hated most from her life. At the beauty parlor 
she passed easily for 50. By using that new rinse 
she could pass for less than that. She wasn’t like 
some women who let themgelves go slack in the 
middle years, forgetting to cream their necks and 
hands, letting their nails get dry. No, indeed. What- 
ever happened, she had always been able to look 
ahead. Even now. Especially now. The thought 
removed the tight forced smile and replaced it with 
a softer, more natural one. She never had had much 
money to spend on herself. Every penny had been 
made to do the work of two. Sales, cheap mark- 
downs made up her wardrobe. And there had been 
the occasional indulgence of the cheapest room in 
the best hotels, but that extravagance had been an 
investment which was calculated to pay off in big 
dividends. It was on one of those sprees that she 
had met Martin, and while he wasn’t the man of 
her dreams, he had the most important requisite, a 
tidy fortune, well invested in sound securities. 

“I’m 68,” he said, clamping thin lips firmly over 
the words. “And look more. Worked hard all my 
life. Haven’t had much fun. Maybe that accounts 
for it, eh?” 

“Maybe,” she agreed, her thoughts pleasantly 
occupied with bright visions of the future. Nothing 
either of them said now to each other could alter 
the pattern of her plan. She had thought at first, 
when he became ill, that the fever would affect his 
overworked heart and finish him naturally, but he 
had rallied with surprising speed. The doctor came 
once every three days now, instead of twice a day as 
he had at first. The morning Martin had sat up in 
bed, his fever gone, the sick film erased from his 
eyes, she had made her bitter decision. Two years 
of sitting in the musty old mansion, with only day 
help, no visiting friends or gay parties and with 
only a pittance for household expenses and clothes, 
had been too much of a strain. In another year she 
would begin to look her age. Martin had rung his 
own death knell by recovering too quickly. 


‘Sixty-eight,” he repeated, as though to have 
lived so many dull pleasureless years were a proud 
accomplishment. “Eah. Not many men that age 
lucky enough to have accumulated a million dollars,” 


HER BREATH caught sharply in her throat. So 
much as that? She had known Martin Galloway 
was a rich man, but a million dollars—no, she hadn’t 
planned on so great a windfall. She had no illusions 
about how much of his fortune would come to her 
at his death. On Tuesday he had been closeted with 
his lawyer several hours with the door locked against 
intrusion. Once when she brought up his orange 
juice, she had pressed her ear against the keyhole, 
but they had been talking in whispers so she heard 
nothing. But she knew how things were done. 
However much Martin hated her, he could not 
deprive her of a proper legal portion of his fortune. 
And even a quarter of a million dollars was a fabulous 
sum! She discarded the vision of mink for one of 
Russian sable. Even now she felt its softness against 
her cheek. Europe, she decided, was a dull and 
hunger-ridden place since the war. She would go 
instead to South America. 

“More than a million,” Martin said, and his eyes 
turned from looking out of the window to rest, 
hawklike, on her face. “You looked real pretty just 
then, Ellie. What were you thinking about?” 

“Nothing,” she told him and felt her smile tighten. 
“Nothing at all.” 

“Eah?” 

Sometimes she was oppressed with the strange 
sensation that he was able to pry into her thoughts, 
to read them and chuckle evilly over their wayward- 
ness. She felt it now and shuddered inwardly until 
she remembered that he was helpless to destroy her 
plan. If he should refuse to drink his milk there 
were other ways. A pillow over his face while he 
slept, his morning coffee—invariably he complained 
about its bitter taste. It was Martin himself who 
had planted the seed of her plan in her distrait mind 
by his remark that the bitterness of the coffee easily 
would disguise a lethal trace of arsenic and she had 
laughed at him. Yes, she had laughed, but then the 
seed had sprouted and one day she had found herself 
ldoking into the cold eyés of a druggist, asking for 
arsenic. For rats. For rats? He seemed surprised. 
Most rat poison contained cyanide. It was quicker, 
he.said, more deadly. Cold fingers of fear clutched 
ather, but she had smiled. It didn’t matter, she said. 
Naturally she wouldn’t know anything about poisons. 

No, Martin could do nothing to her now. He had 
done enough. Already his Continued on page 88 
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- Mlustrated by Carl Boberts. 


The flight of stairs seemed endless, as the deadly fluid lapped the sides of the tumbler. 





22 — Chatelaine, November, 


Why is the Nursing Shortage So Acute? 


AN needs to be sick today to know 


his country ts suffering the most acute and 


of nurses in its history. 


wspape rs and radio te II almost daily of wards 
closed inst line-ups of waiting cases, and of 


»atients tended at home by untrained 


Of tuberculosis sanitariums and psychiatric 


along pitifully understaffed. Of 
health nurses attempting to spread 


themselves far over thickly populated areas; of 
ier districts without nursing care altogether. 
Chatel 


nursing as a career for Canadian girls, as in the 


could not give an honest picture of 


accompanying article on this page, without summariz- 
s the present drastic situation in the profession and 
pointing out some ol its widely misunderstood 


contributing factors. 


For health authorities piece the conditions the 
public hear about into an alarming national picture. 
As this is written there is an immediate and urgent 
need of 7,000 hospital nurses, of 1,200 private duty 
nurses; and of 500 public health nurses. And there’s 
more to it than that. Canadian hospitals, unable to 
staff their present wards, estimate that they require 
another 40,000 beds to take care of pressing needs, 
requiring an additional 4,000 nurses. And expansion 
planned in public health programs (apart from 
industry) will take 1,800 more nurses away from 
hospital duty in the next three years, 

This state of affairs doesn’t appear to make sense, 
because every year more and more student nurses 
receive diplomas. For instance, the year war ended, 
45% more nurses were graduated than in the prewar 
year of 1938. Right now training schools are crammed 


with 12,000 students, promising an all-time high o 
more than four and a half thousand graduates in 1949. 
And in the last two years some 3,700 military nursing 
sisters who served in the armed forces have been 
released, presumably for civilian practice. 

Twelve Canadian universities, offering combined 
college and nurses’ training courses, leading to super- 
visory and other postgraduate fields, are enrolled to 
capacity. And practically every province, with 
Ontario in the lead, is planning to train practical 
nurses who will relieve the pressure on graduate 
nurses in cases or for routine where less skilled care 
and treatment are required. Ontario will graduate 
the first 200 students this year. ; 

Our population hasn’t increased to any large degree 
in the last half dozen years, and the national health 
continues to improve and Continued on page 48 
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So You Want to be a Nurse 


by Lotta Dempsey 


ANT to walk right into L-I-F-E with capital 
letters? 

Want to learn to know people, how they live 

—and die—what they feel and think deep 

down, how much one human being can mean 

to others when they are sick and dispirited and in 
need of care? 

Want to be useful in a way that makes any other 
lifework you could choose seem pale and insignificant 
by comparison? And to have a high professional 
status, and to make a good living while yeu’re at it? 

Then you want to be a nurse. 

But you have to be sure. Because you'll be in it 
from the tip of your proud white cap to the soles of 
your hurrying feet, if it’s right for you. And though 
you'll probably. only be “ton duty” officially the new 
eight-hour shift in your chosen hospital or patient’s 
home, or in one of the dozen other fields wide-open 
to graduate nurses today, you can count on one thing. 
You’re going to be a nurse to the very core of your 
heart, from the day you get your diploma for all time 
forward. Know how we know? Statistics show that 
nursing has fewer “job changers” than any other 
profession for women (except, of course, when the job 
is matrimony). 

One of the first things almost any superintendent 
of a nurses’ training school will tell you is that nurses 
are made, not born. And when you trace through the 
three years of careful training, of hard work, of 
concentrated study, and of delicate liaison between 
doctor and patient that is your job, you will agree. But 
the thing inside you which makes you choose and 
struggle to succeed at the great humanitarian pro- 
fession must be there before you start. It’s a feeling 
for people and an interest in what happens to them. 
It’s the urge to help, rather than run away, when 
someone’s ill or hurt. It’s the strength and keenness to 
work with those who are in the shadows of substand- 
ard health and the depression that accompanies it, and 
lift their spirits while you help their bodies; it’s the 
thrill and sense of accomplishment in bringing health 
back to—or keeping illness away from—an individual, 
a ward of patients, a schoolful of children, a factory 
plant of workers, an outpost community, a city or 
a country or a world! For the nurse who started her 
job by learning to rub one aching back—just as you 
would—may sit at important UNRRA and inter- 
national Red Cross conferences with diplomats and 
officials from many nations today, planning great 
health movements across the distant reaches of the 
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Male-plus-minister routine follows graduation 
day so often that nursing has highest ‘wast- 
age through marriage” of any profession. 





earth; as some of the most brilliant women in the 
profession, from Canada and other countries, are now 
doing. 

Be aware, from the beginning, that this is a tre- 
mendous and far-reaching sphere. 


FUNNY, how you can get to know the things that 
make a girl want to be a nurse, even as an outsider, 
if you can just spend a while living and eating and 
talking with student nurses and graduates and teach- 
ing staff and supervisors and swift-footed young 
probationers. Talking to students, especially, in the 
hospitals as they move about the wards, in classrooms 
between lectures, in their residences, relaxing with 
friends in sitting rooms and reception quarters, or 
in little bedrooms at night—three or four of you in 
dressing gowns with your knitting and snacks from the 
big kitchens; or reporting softly to the head nurse on 
the floor, in the long quiet hours of the dawn patrol. 
Or attending the moving candle-lit capping ceremony, 
when young probationers receive their treasured caps, 
significant of success in the first step of their training, 
and a lifework is opening up as a rich and exciting 
thing; or crowding with a whole class down to the 
beach for a picnic and wiener roast, to celebrate the 
completion of a second year of training together. 
They don’t express it in so many words. They’re 
too busy working and learning, or having fun on time 
off. But it’s there, a sure and steadfast force. One of 
the brightest young nurses-in-training we met during 
our find-out tour for you (and this was at this con- 
tinent’s oldest training school, at St. Catharines, Ont.) 
put it this way, “I had no idea of going in training 
until I came to see a friend graduate. I was a business 
girl. But suddenly I knew this was it. What I didn’t 
know—and what you can never know until you're 
a real part of hospital life—is the tremendous sense of 
satisfaction in being able to help people get better.” 
A plump lively girl, the wit of the school, nodded in 
quick agreement. “It’s something an outsider can’t 
know. And the friendships and associations you make 
with the girls—you have so much in common as you 
go through together—well, it’s the closest kind of 
sisterhood. And the nicest.” A third one chimed 
in. “Me, I’m practical, too. And I figure that come 
depression or whatnot, you’re in a profession where 
there’s no male competition! Or practically none. 
And in a world where women get half the salaries 
for doing the same work as men do, that’s a big factor. 
You can go as high in your job as you want to—and 


Good training schools have many recreca- 
tional facilities — and sharing social activi- 
ties with internes off duty is no longer taboo. 
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What is life like in a hospital training 


school? Should you enroll to help fill 


Canada’s dire need for 10,000 graduates in 
the next three years? Another report to 


Canadian girls on career futures by 


Chatelaine On-the-job 


no one to say you shouldn’t ‘because you’re a 
woman!’ ” 


WHAT IS life like for a student nurse? That’s the 
question most Canadian high school girls who are 
career-planning ask us in our Chatelaine On-The- 
Job Department. It’s what they ask the nurse who 
goes to the classroom to talk, and the vocational 
guidance teacher. It looks like a long three years, an 
important period, and they want to enjoy it while they 
learn. 

You'll like it if you can get along with people. Ever 
heard that before? It goes for almost any job except 
possibly tending a lighthouse or forest ranging—and 
it goes double in nursing. By way of qualification, 
besides your good character and eagerness to learn 
your job, you'll need senior matriculation (junior in 
some provinces, but the standard is being upped). 
And you'd better pay lots of attention to chemistry 
and any other science subjects you can fit into last 
year high, along with a second language if you can 
take it. This, with regular English, history and 
mathematics, of course. 

You'll need something like a hundred dollars for 
uniforms and books and enough for pin money and 


*‘outside” clothes during your three years of training. 


Many hospital schools still pay six to ten dollars a 
month allowance to student nurses, but in the bigger 
schools, the tendency is to drop that. They figure 
it’s better to pay it to domestic help, so the nurse 
undergrad can have more time to study and learn the 
important techniques of the job. 

Some provinces, where there is a vocational training 
plan in effect, lend money to help nurses take training, 
and a training school can sometimes find funds to 
finance a brilliant student if money difficulties might 
cause her to abandon training. But most loans, 
scholarships and awards are for graduate studies— 
and you will find out about them in your own city 
hospitals and from the Canadian Nurses Association. 

Second in importance only to your decision to train 
as a nurse (and be sure to consult a vocational 
guidance advisor if it is at all possible, in your school 
or YWCA) is your choice of training school. Canada 
has 169 such schools attached to hospitals; some in 
all the provinces. You will be very wise to shop care- 
fully for the right school—especially if you plan to 
specialize in any particular field. Before you do 
anything, write to the Canadian Nurses Association, 
Crescent Building, + Continued on page 52 





Big drain of nurses from hospitals is to pub- 
lic health, industrial work; there are more 
fields opens to graduates than ever before. 
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low One 
Canadian 
Family 
budgets 
Clothing 


All garments illustrated, 
courtesy T. Haton Company Limited 


by Evelyn Kelly, Fashion Editor 


OW MUCH should a man who has a wife and 

three growing children spend for his suits? 

What’s the best coat buy for a 12-year-old girl? 

How in the world can you stretch a pay envelope 

to dress, two, three, four or more rough-and- 
tumble youngsters and still leave a bit for Mother 
and Dad? 

These are typical of the questions asked over and 
over by Chatelaine readers during the past several 
months. Questions that sent us into department 
stores, statistics and brown studies. 

It was questions like these that finally rushed us 
out in search of an actual family who have worked out 
a sound plan for their clothing needs. All the research 
that we might (and did) do hasn’t the same value as 
an actual budget that has done a good balancing act for 
a long time. 

We discovered a real family who don’t mind sharing 
their findings so long as we conceal their identity. 
Therefore, we'll call them by another name: the Bells. 

There are five of the them: Mother and Father; 
Bill, aged 15; Mary 12; Johnny 10. They live in 
Toronto. They’re a busy, happy family, all have 
hobbies, encourage one another in these hobbies. 

Sewing, knitting and music are Mrs. Bell’s favorite 
recreations (that’s what she calls them!). And she 
adds that because she does so much knitting and 
sewing she saves enough here and there to squeeze 
in the occasional musical event, concert or symphony 
or to buy another coveted record. 

Mr. Bell is a great reader, likes long walks. AND 
trout fishing. It’s a safe guess that anything over 
and above his budget may go once in a while toward 
the rod and reel fund. 

All three children, too, are insatiable readers, tramp 
back and forth from the library with their arms almost 
bending with books. Their parents consider this part 
of their training, and always are ready to discuss 
whatever books the younger ones are reading. 

# Continued on page 34 
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A suit like Mr. Bell's 
grey tweed can be pur- 
chased for about $35, 
his shirt for $3 and 
shoes $5. Mrs. Bell's 
black rayon crepe dress 
costs $15, her shoes $6. 


Mrs. and Mr. Bell budget their clothing on a five-year plan, 
estimating one fifth of the total amount as their annual cost. 


Father Mother | 

JEEY i i | 

Five-year Five-year : 

Budget Budget % 

eet GUDNE ..< 46vcicanacesssansbeetecess $40.00 1 winter coat (no fur) .....eee. 6OC4S0 ebb Seca $ 40.00 q 

1 lightweight overcoat ........sscccessceseece 25.00 ee Gaede 25.00 4 

MINN. fencacs conch deccameeaeneess 105.00 

ROO WOR ksdccctinsvenseies cescccccccvccecs 17.00 3 

2 pair trousers, $7.50 per pair .......sesececees 15.00 oie $ 4 

, $4 D cticev ene deeeene esevevecece ‘ } 

SES oc nator e dekts nse dinaeebssaedeteaia 15.00 re _ 12.00 j 
1D giistan Gwe G FOG  .... .ccciccvcsccescesevess 35.00 2 ready-made dresses, $15 each ...... eoescvoce 30.00 
Polo shirts (10 at 85 cents each) ........seseeees 8.50 Material for several dresses ..........ee0s cose 50.00 
ee Rar ens - 5.6 x i xc Boeses anoccknescoiaes 6.00 Wool for cardigan ......cccccccsccsece $encncee 2.50 
OUTS on 06:0 600 559 00 6c capone ssteewesenceces 7.50 Woollen material for skirt ........cseeeee celta d 3.00 
BGs 5b cekhekds0cpe tee daeles baewees eee 10.00 es WEED. Le vexecenivduckdebe pens 6.00 

Bathing trunks, shorts, etc. .......cecesccccscess 10.00 

Bathing suits, material for shorts, etc. . 10.00 


Uaderweakl Gnd HYG 2... cc ccc cctacccscceus 28.00 7 ane 
Lingerie (slips, bras, etc., 








Office shoes (one pair a year at $4.50 per pair) .. 22.50 material for nightdresses) .......... coccccee 69.25 
2 pair dress shoes, $6.50 per pair ............ 13.00 Sh li losh bb k 50 
oes, slippers, galoshes, , stocki cece . 
2 pair house shoes, $3.50 per pair ........ee00. 7.00 2g : ee ™ 
Rie gs ena 25.00 Gloves, umbrella, purse ..........0. ncasecene Sane 
Ties, gloves, braces, handkerchiefs, etc. ......... 35.00 Hat, belts, scarves, etc. ........... SeR9eCCSEC OS 20.00 
Cleaning and repairing shoes and clothes ....., 20.00 Cleaning and repairing shoes and clothes ..... 30.00 
Reserve for unforeseen items .................. 15.00 Reserve for unforeseen items .................. 15.00 
‘OR FIVE YEARS......$442.5 TOTAL FOR FIVE YEARS 
TOTAL f ARS......$443.50 AL FOR FIVE YEARS......$ 411.50 
ANNUAL COST 1/5 ............... $88.50 ANNUAL COST 1/5 ...... $82.30 
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To budget or not to budget is more than just a question 
... it’s one way to build up a feeling of security for the 
whole family. Here’s how 


one household does it 
















Bill’s trench coat, 
good for two years’ 
wear, sells for about 
$15, his shoes $4.50. 
The shirt is about 
$1.50 and the suit, 
purchased from his 


Mary will wear this fleece 
coat, $15, two winters. 
Her shoes cost $4. Johnny 
will get two years’ hard 
wear from his melton bush 
coat, $10.95, and bedford 








‘ill 


Annual Budget 





Own earings, cost 
approximately $20. 





Mary 





breeches, $5.45. And all 
his pals will be wearing 
one of these 75c toques. 










Budgets for Bill, Mary and Johnny are estimated on a yearly basis. Some of their 
clothing needs such as overcoats, rubber boots, etc., are worn for two years, in which 
ease one half of the cost is included in the annual budget figure as shown below. 


Johnny 


or Annual Budget Annual Budget 
ci 8 Trench coat, worn two years, $20 ............ $ 10.00 Winter coat, worn two years, $15 .............. $ 7.50 Winter coat, worn two years, $15 ............+. $ 7.50 
Bush coat, worn two years, $10 ................ 5.00 Spring coat, worn two years, $12 ..............- 6.00 Windbreaker, 3-piece suit and raincoat 
00 Fsuit purchased from own earings, $20 See Summer jacket material, worn two years, es. 1.50 inherited from DEN sVsreccubadnectcacbewues eevee 
x Breeches, ° t . eo kinins ueneoe 5 
00 PBathing suit and sports clothes purchased Minted Gor GMMR 5s oi cas cose hdc evensitones 5.50 ee 1.50 
00 Ge from Bill's earnings .............ccccsseece Gym tunic, worn two years, $5 ............... 2.50 Wool for sweaters, worn two years, $3.50 ..... 1.75 
00 =) mae Wed ANE. 5. S655 6 vo hoe eu bbs oc 5.00 Cotton blouses (two a year) .............e eens 2.00 2 pair summer pants, $3 per pair ..........+. ° 6.00 
: . Shirts, includin Or MN a. Ui aurea wcccion 4.05 
00 "Cotton slacks worn two years, $3 ............. 1.50 Jumper made from mother's dress ............. er 
‘ : ; Leather helmet worn two years, $1.50 ........ 75 
Wool { Bathing suit, summer sports clothes made 
50 ool for sweaters, worn two years, $5 ......... 2.50 over from mother’s ..........cccccscceccces ‘ean CO oa cccapatesntapus t0teandetsledateecenaeie 75 
00 ; Shirts, including polo shirts ..............000. 7.00 Wool for sweaters, worn two years, $3.50 ...... 1.75 Bathing trunks, sports clothes, worn two years, $3 1.50 
iy PE Sle Cl yy yeh eaneegadecenaers 50 ee er 75 SERRE TAR: PEPAND® « «<0 <0-s-senneenosnases — 
00 "Slicker worn three years, $4 .. 1.33 Rain cape and hood, worn two years, $3.00 ...... 1.50 de vans nu edane Wextenvanase 4 2.70 
’ NE RU os ie cces ues cssdsccess 3.00 1 pair play shoes, two pair school shoes ...... 8.00 
- yjamas, shorts, underwear ..............e00: 4.70 tneete 2.15 Rubber boots, worn two years, $3.50 ..........05 1.75 
Eee tas do ays o's 5 ctbiee scacdiines wae é : ee on 
50 Shoes COC SHHSEEH SHOE HH OOS ESESOHOELESCEEEEESOCS 10 00 Shoes, running shoes and ee 8.75 ee worn two years 1 0 7 
MMI gn ons cnccnd wivsadedcbaceseeqeucees ane J 
cs 295 Rubber boot, wom two yea, 8 osoeeoso A ea a0 
00 ‘ool for two pairs woollen gloves ............ 1.00 Docings ERE BOTH «pin evsvesessscceereceee ag Leather MMB ..cccccccccsses nécaéevies¥en menor 75 
aa Wool for mittens .......cccccccccccccccsccces d ‘4 
4 ; Wool for mitts .......sseeeeees bevgenebaveeke 35 
” a eee ee ee ass sononcs ens on Handkerchieis, scarf, etc. ........0-cseeeeeeeee 2.00 aie ali Rania aie oes ie ntaows 3.75 
D0 leaning and repairing shoes and clothes ..... 3.00 Cleaning and repairing shoes and clothes ..... 2.50 Cleaning and repairing shoes and clothes ...... 3.00 
() Reserve for unforeseen items .................. 3.00 Reserve for unforeseen items ............-+-++ 3.00 Reserve for unforeseen expenses ............-++ 3.00 
ve 
TOTAL FOR YEAR.......$62.48 TOTAL FOR YEAR........$99.15 TOTAL FOR YEAR.......$94.80 
0 d eecccee e 4 eecccece ) e 4 secccce . 
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ht Fire with Fire 


GNES PARK said, “Not that it’s any of my business, Marty, 

but you’re behaving like a fool. Crying doesn’t do any good in 

a case like this.” She had taken out her lipstick and was 

working on the corner of her mouth. Consequently her next 

words were impossible to understand, and Marty Jessop said, 

“1 do wish that you’d stop fooling with your face and tell me what 
will do some Foc — 

Agnes finished her mouth and tucked her lipstick back in her 
bag. “In a case like this,” she pronounced, “you have to fight fire 
with fire, not water. I suppose you cried all over Don last night, as 
well as this morning?” She looked her disapproval at the redness 
of her friend's lids. 

Mutely Marty nodded. That was exactly what she had done. 
She had cried at the breakfast table, and she had cried in the car 
while she was taking Don to the station. She had almost run into 
something at that bad crossing because her vision had been blurred 
by tears, and Don had burst out, seeming angrier than he had ever 
seemed before in his whole life, “For heaven’s sake, Marty! Do you 
want to kill us both?” 

She had flared back at him, “I don’t care if I do—so long as it is 
both, and not just me—letting you go on living for that woman to 
flirt with.” 

She had sounded awful, exactly like a fishwife. She said, “I loathe 
those club dances!” 

Agnes said, “You always manage to have a pretty 
good time at them.” Then she added, staring contem- 
platively at Marty’s comfortable figure, “I’ve often 
wondered why. Because, frankly—” 

“I know what you’re thinking,” Marty said. “* You’re 
thinking that I’m too fat, and too—too settled, to rate 
having a good time. Well, you're right. I don’t rate it. 

And, what’s more, I don’t have it. I—I get asked to 
dance, every dance almost, because I’m light on my 


Illustrated by Machtey 


by Eleanor Arnett Nash 


feet. Besides, part of it is because the men are sorry for me, with 
Don stuck at the bridge table all evening, and no one to take care 
of me.” , 

“Nonsense,” Agnes said vigorously. “‘No one’s sorry for you. At 
least, they haven’t been up to now. But if you’re not darned careful 
they will ‘be. By the way, who is the creature, anyhow? Where did 
she blow in from?” 

“She’s a big career woman—a buyer for a store, I think, And sh« 
blew in from the city. Don told me all about her, while he could 
still make sense, and not maunder.”” Marty got up and wandered 
restlessly over to the w indow. T he June roses were in full bloom and 
the garden looked lovely, except when you got close to it. Then you 
saw the rose bugs. Don had promised to spray the bushes, and he 
hadn’t. Something very important must have been on his mind to 
make him forget. 

She said, sounding irrelevant, “He loves the roses as much as I do, 
Oh, Agnes, it’s awful. 1—I’m scared.” 


~ “~? 
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Marty followed all the regular rules about how not to lose a husband, 
until she made the important discovery that there was an 


even greater danger of losing herself 


Agnes slithered out of her chair, tossing her scarf across her 
shoulder. “Don’t let it get you,” she advised. “And, for heaven’s 
sake, don’t talk to anyone but me about it. Don’ll probably come 
around all right. But it might be a good plan to”—she hesitated, 
glancing at Marty, then shrugged—‘‘I guess not,” she finished. 

“What might be a good plan?”’ Marty demanded. “Guess not 
what?” She was devoted to Agnes, but today she was finding her 
exasperating. Probably it was because she herself was so deeply 
upset. She said, a little more gently, “ You might at least tell me—” 

“Look,” Agnes said. “Anne Porter Thomas—that’s her name, 
isn’t it?—has come here for the summer. She’s beautiful. She’s 
dynamic. She’s evidently important. People are making a fuss over 
her. What I mean is—it would seem pretty funny if you, considering 
everything, were the only person not to make a fuss.” 

Marty sat down hard on the nearest chair. It happened to be a 
delicate-legged antique, and it just did bear up under the sudden 
impact of her 150 pounds. She said, “‘Me make a fuss over that— 
that woman? Oh, Agnes, I couldn’t. Besides, it would look so 
obvious.” 

“Not,” Agnes said dryly, “as obvious as if you didn’t.” 

““But—” Marty started to protest, and Agnes cut her short. 

“Have a dinner for her. That will give you a chance to study her 
methods at close quarters. And, for goodness sake, Marty, if you 
do have a dinner, wear something besides 
that dreary blue bag you call a dress.” 

Marty said sharply, “Don likes that 
dress. He says it makes my eyes look—” 
And then she stopped. It haa been ages 
since Don had said that anything made her 
eyes look anything—ages since he had even 
mentioned her eyes. And he used to talk 
about them a great deal, tell her that if 
anything bluer than they were came along 
he’d like to see it. 

Agnes said, “‘ Well, I’m off. And don’t do 
it—give the dinner, I mean—unless you can hang onto yourself. 
Gushing over her would be just as bad as cutting her.” 

Marty said slowly, “Agnes. Today was your day in town. You 
had a dentist appointment and an appointment at the hairdresser’s. 
And you had tickets for a show you'd been trying to see for months. 
But you didn’t go to town. You came over here.” 

Agnes said a little roughly, “Oh, well—” 

Marty said, still slowly, “You couldn’t have told me more plainly 
that it’s—serious.” 

“Somebody had to tell you,” Agnes said, 
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THE NEW dress was green. It lay amply on the bed. On the 
floor below it were purple slippers. Rushing up from where she had 
been putting the finishing touches to the table, Marty said, deter- 
minedly cheerful, “Good. You’re out of the tub. I’ve got to hurry.” 

Don was struggling with his tie before the mirror. He mumbled 
something, and Marty paused. She had always loved to watch him 
tie his tie. His head, thrown back that way, showed the strength 
of his neck. And the corners of his mouth pulled down so funnily. 
He really was handsome, she thought—not movie handsome, but 
real-life handsome. 

He said, “You’d better step on it,” and she dashed into the 
bathroom, turning on the tub and shedding her shoes and dress all 
in one motion. A minute later she wrapped her old grey dressing 
gown around her and slapped some cold cream on her face, smearing 
it on any which way, most of it on her nose. 

The water was slow in filling the tub and she went back into the 
bedroom to get fresh underclothes and stockings. The fact that Don 
was still there didn’t matter to her. She had never had any secrets 
from him, about cold cream or anything else. She hadn’t ever felt 
that she had to—not since that night, so long ago, when he had 
spoken of how cute she looked with her face all shiny. 

The tying of the tie was finished, but Don was still before the 
mirror. He was staring at himself in it, with a questioning look on his 
face. + Continued on page 35 


lt wasn’t Don, she told herself afterwards, 
who had burst out that way. It was a 
man who was torn and hurt, in a state 
of nerves. I could kill her, Marty thought. 












































THE KITCHEN is in use off and on almost 18 hours 
a day. The housekeeper’s efliciency and pleasure in 
it depend on what kind of place it is and what kind 
of tools she has to work with. The average man 
wouldn’t dream of asking his stenographer to work at 
an uncomfortable desk, with an obsolete typewriter 
and bad lighting, but any number of housewives work 
year in and out under these conditions and the 
difference is noticed by no one but themselves. 

This is revealed in a study of ballots from Chate- 
Jaine’s Councillors. By giving us a lot of important 
details, Councillors have taken us into Canadian 
kitchens to find out how many hours women spend 
there; what they like best about kitchen work; what 
they dislike; what conditions they work under; what 
they would like to see changed and other aspects. 





Chatelame Institut 


OUTMODED WORK methods cause just as much 
hardship—if not more—than the antiquated equip- 
ment still in use in many Canadian kitchens. Frankly, 
we of the Institute staff were surprised (not to say 
alarmed) to learn that 38% of the Councillors are 
spending at least six to eight hours at kitchen work 
alone. Of these, almost 10% confess to eight hours 
in the kitchen and at Jeast one Councillor says she 
takes 12 hours to wind up her K.P. When, we asked 
ourselves, does she find time to make her beds? And 
the wonder of it is that she would so gerierously give 
of her precious time to answer our questionnaires. 
Councillors’ likes and dislikes (as far as kitchen 
work goes) were pretty much as we expected. Most 
of them like to cook, while almost half dislike doing 





Architectural Kaito 


THERE’S HOPE for those obsolete kitchens! The 
fact that so many women recognize the shortcomings 
of their workshops is an encouraging sign. It shows 
they’ve already analyzed the problem. Now they 
want to know how to solve it. That’s where Chatelaine 
enters the picture! 

To show how the Canadian kitchen can be improved 
we're going to take it apart, see what makes it tick, 
and put it back together again. Of course, this is a 
big job. It'll have to spread over several months. 
We think you’ll find it one of the most interesting and 
helpful features we’ve ever published. 

The chief complaints women make about their 
kitchens are that they’re too scattered in their 


Consumer Councillors Report... 


An analysis of these answers indicates one or more 
dissatisfactions with over 90% of Canadian kitchens. 
Almost a quarter of the Councillors feel their kitchens 
are too small; one in 10, too large; the balance, just 
right. 

Although most women feel that working surfaces 
are the right height, one in every three finds she 
hasn't enough of these surfaces. 

Poor lighting is also a big problem—in some cases 
the result of a single drop light in the centre of the 
room which puts a housekeeper in her own light 
wherever she stands; in other cases it’s poor natural 
light, the result of too few or badly placed 
windows; frequently the sink is away from a window 
in a shadowed corner. This whole problem of lighting 
is so important it will be dealt with in a special article 


NaS... 


the dishes. Just so, we mused, cooking is fun and 
washing up less so. Though some confess to “not 
minding the dishes much” and getting a certain glow 
of satisfaction from gleaming glassware, shining silver 
and the fact that they’ve scrubbed the frying pan 
clean as a whistle (despite that bit of onion that had 
burnt on when their backs were turned). 

Dishes, and the other kinds of “dirty” work that 
almost all housewives heartily dislike, must be borne 
with. But here’s a reminder from one of our Coun- 
cillors—the best housekeepers we know always speak 
of the results rather than the effort when referring 
to such tasks; they talk about “polishing” the floor, 
not “scrubbing” it, and of “making the kitchen neat 
and tidy,” instead of “cleaning up.” A cheerful, posi- 


Hinds... 


arrangement, lack adequate cupboard space, and 
have working surfaces that are too small. The remedy 
for this situation will usually have to be applied in 
easy stages. The gradual method has advantages 
over completing the renovation of the kitchen all at 
once. It permits it to remain In continuous use, and 
makes the financing of the work easier. 

The improvements need not be expensive. In 
making them, ingenuity is often a more important 
ingredient than money. Few materials are required 
and labor can be supplied by a handyman: a husband 
or son who’s clever with tools or, if need be, a neigh- 
boring carpenter. There’s little occasion to hire any 
other tradesmen though you'll need a plumber or 





in a later issue of the magazine. So will cupboards, 
We asked our Councillors: If you could make some 
improvement in your kitchen, what would be the 
first? Almost half put as their first choice—cupboards. 

It is clearly evident that women want to be happy 
in their kitchens. They know they’re stuck with their 
kitchen jobs just as a man 1s with his office job, but 
they need not continue with poorly arranged, badly 
lighted, back-breaking conditions. 

Because much of the basic drudgery of kitchen 
work has not changed in a hundred years, the time 
has come for a reviewing of the whole picture. 

Let’s get the efficiency expert out of the oflice and 
factory and into the home and give the women a 
break. For more about Councillors’ opinions on 
kitchens, turn to page 102. 


tive attitude may be only in the mind, but it helps. 

The results of the questionnaire have made us a 
little concerned about the state of our Councillors’ 
feet. It used to be that a woman who sat “even to 
do the dishes” was lazy; now we know that she’s just 
plain sensible. Yet only a quarter of the Councillors 
sit to their ironing, a little better than half sit when 
preparing vegetables, and less than a tenth sit to do 
the dishes. 

As with any other kind of job, there are “tricks 
of the trade” that cut down working time in the 


kitchen, take some of the “bugbear” out of dishwash-. 
ing and make the “dirty” jobs less unpleasant. If’ 


you turn to page 110 you'll find some Institute sug- 
gestions that will help solve these problems. 


electrician if you decide to move the sink or install 
extra lighting fixtures. 


It’s sound procedure to plan your moves thoroughly 3 


before any work is undertaken, Even the most 
complicated job becomes easy if it’s broken down into 
a number of small manageable operations. Everything 
in the kitchen revolves about the arrangement of the 
cabinet work and the mechanical equipment. If the 
room layout’s bad, no amount of attention to details 
can result in maximum efficiency and convenience. 
First decide on the best plan for your particular 
kitchen, then make all improvements within ‘the 
framework established, 
You'll find more on this subject on page 98 . . 
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THE BUSIEST ROOM IN THE HOUSE 
is not a good enough workshop for all that 
it means to the welfare and happiness 
of the home. Chatelaine’s kitchen ballot 
shows that only 8.7% of the kitchens 
in Canada are completely satisfactory to 
the women who work in them. 


WOMEN WORK TOO HARD because not 
enough thought has been given to details 
that could be remedied such as 
lighting, height of working surfaces and 
proper placing of equipment so that 
steps could be saved. One third of the 
women report poor lighting; half find 
something wrong with working surfaces and 
ineonveniently placed cupboards; half 
report that the plan of the kitchen is bad. 


KITCHEN WORK TAKES TOO LONG. More than 


a third of the councillors spend five and six 


hours a day in the kitchen. The city 
woman, who most people think has less to do 
than the rural woman, spends just as 
many hours in her kitchen. 


THE THREE PET HATES of the kitchen are 
dishwashing, general cleaning and scrubbing. 
First love for an overwhelming majority 
of women is cooking. This applies to women of 
all provinces, ages and incomes. It also 
applies to the city women as much as to the 
farm women. Those who enjoy ironing, 


preserving and laundry are negligible. 


THE DINING ROOM. Is it becoming as much 
of a white elephant as the old-fashioned den? 
There seems to be a swing toward kitchenettes 
and kitchen nooks, with 80% eating breakfast, 
°6% lunch and 47% dinner in 
the kitchen or breakfast nook. 


OVER THE MONTHS AHEAD Chatelaine hopes to be 
able to help women solve some of their kitchen 
problems by bringing to them timesaving 
ideas and practical improvements. 
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The Brilliant Match 


by Mildred P. Hall 


Synopsis. Crystal, born with a high I.Q. and the 
facility to acquire degrees, had interrupted her 
university course to marry the handsome pro- 
fessor, Dr. Warren Thor, 10 years her senior. 
They were, indeed, “the brilliant match,” the 
glittering example in the university crowd, of 
brains, good looks, success—and happiness. 
That is, until Crystal, against her husband’s 
wishes, went abroad as an army nurse, served in 
Italy, and returned to find no peace at home. 


When after a year or two of argument Warren 
walked out of her life and found Patricia to com- 
fort him, she had no one to turn to but Tex, that 
strange lad she had once nursed, now eking out his 
student-veteran’s allowance by doing her typing. 
He was helpful, yes—but she didn’t guess to what 
extent, and certainly not at that anguished 
moment when she had decided to run away from 
memories of Warren, and had stepped off the 
curb, into a scream of brakes, and then, silence. 





Illustrated by 
William Rose 


“When you find 
someone you care 
for, stick with 
them,” he was 
saying. “That's 
the keystone.” 


PART TWO 


HERE are people, Crystal had once written in 
an article herself, to whom accidents are not 
really accidents. People predisposed to disaster 
—subconsciously asking for trouble, emotional 
or physical, 

“Me,” she thought, staring up into the battery of 
frosted lights above the operating table, “I'm thorough. 
With me it’s both.” 

“What?” The anaesthetist bent to her, his hand on 
her wrist. 

“Nothing.” She didn’t know she had spoken aloud. 

“Feel all right?” he asked her. 

“If I don’t move,” 

“Ready? Breathe in, now—deeply, deeply ... 

She breathed in, went spinning into a dark outer 
world, 

Warren was out there. That beautifully shaped 
head of his was lighted by a spotlight. His voice was 
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deep and hollow when he spoke. She couldn’t make out any words. 
He seemed to be speaking another language. 

“Warren—I can’t understand you!” She groped for him in the 
darkness. He was shaking his head—he was leaving. 

“Warren, wait for me—wait!”’ 

The light was fading—he was going. She made one last violent 
effort to reach him. A hand closed on hers, and she almost sobbed 
in relief—until she realized it wasn’t Warren’s. 

It was a strange hand, long-fingered, cool against her hot one. 
“You're not the one,” she told it petulantly. 

Still, it was something to hold on to. It was even vaguely familiar. 
Whose? Whose? 

But of course! It was the lady doctor at the children’s camp. 
Crystal was little again. 

“Oh,” she breathed, “I’m so glad!” She was little again. She 
could start all over from the beginning—change all her mistakes. 

She went to sleep, knowing a happiness deep and sweet. 

Some of that rare and disembodied happiness carried over 
into her first conscious hours. There it was—waiting for her, like the 
touch of that cool sensitive hand. A whole new life was waiting for 
her. 

It was so simple. You just started all over again as if you were a 
child. You didn’t try for the head-of-the-class all the time. You 
didn’t get keyed up. You weren’t driven to impress people with all 
you could do, all you knew. 

You could sit back, relax—see if they wouldn’t like you anyway. 

All she had to do was to lie here quietly, like this, and start 
reconstructing her life. It was like starting a painting on a clean 
white canvas—with the old scribbled-over one tossed aside. 

The convalescent’s pure joy in being alive, back in the world, safe 
—flooded through her. She could even think of Warren with com- 
plete tranquillity—as from a great distance. 

The nurse came in, a lovely young thing with a creamy gold 
pompadour and pink and white skin. 

“*Are we ready for a visitor? Your doctor will be here in a few 
minutes. You may have a pillow now, if you like.” She lifted 
Crystal’s head, put the pillow under it and spread the dark hair 
back from her forehead. 

Crystal glanced at the hand on the pillow. It was young, with 
rounded palm and a hint of plumpness to come. 

“Thank you.” Crystal’s voice was a little thin from the drugs. 
She was glad the new canvas had started with this pretty, fresh 
young face smiling down at her. 

Perhaps, she thought, it was the doctor’s hand she remembered. 
No, that was silly. It wasn’t the custom for a surgeon to come in 
and hold the patient’s hand afterward. He was more likely to have 
been in the doctors’ dining room downstairs, having coffee and a 
cigarette. 

Still—‘ Nurse, is my pocketbook anywhere around?” 

It felt heavy to her. “Would you get me my compact and lip- 
stick? There’s no need for my looking like Dracula any more.” 

The nurse held a mirror for her. 

Crystal was quite pleased and a little startled at the way she 
looked. The long hours of rest had given a softness, a youthfulness to 
her face that had been missing for many months. Her mouth seemed 
gentler, fresher—possibly because it had had a rest from the savage 
bite of her teeth. 

She looked at the doctor, when he came in, with the wide and 
shining darkness in her glance that comes after anaesthetic. 

He was disappointing—a short, heavy-set man, with solid, rather 
hairy arms, and squat strong hands to match. He was in operating 
clothes, his mask down around his neck. 

He leaned a moment on the adjustable tray-table that spanned 
the foot of her bed. “Lipstick, powder and everything. How do 
you feel?” 

“Fine, thank you—a little stiff from the bandaging around my 
ribs. What have I| got?” 

“‘ Abrasions—contusions—a certain amount of internal injury.” 
He was smiling, but he was watching her very steadily. 

“T want to hear all of it.” 

He swung a chair over to the bedside with one of those powerful 
blunt hands, and sat down. 

A faint panic quaked through her, so she smiled the way patients 
always do, because she didn’t want him to think her afraid. 

“In the first place,” he said, “you're lucky to be alive. What I’m 
wondering now is—are you interested in staying alive?” 

She stared at him. ‘But of course. Why do you ask?” 

“You said a number of things—it’s none of my business, of course, 
except as a doctor, I know that you won't be well physically unless 
your mind is at rest. Or perhaps I should say—your emotions.” 

“Oh. I probably talked about Warren. My ex-husband. Dr. 
Warren Thor.” She was grateful for the new suede bag, with its 
lack of identification. “But I don’t want him notified,” she added 
quickly. 

“No? Then who—” He stopped as if he had been about to say 
something and changed his mind. 

“P’m not upset any more about + Continued on page 54 
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... the big word that means an uncontrollable 


impulse to steal. 


HEN BOB told his parents that 

he had fallen in love and intended 

to marry, they were eager to 

meet their future daughter-in- 

law. “Bring Helen home for a 
visit before the wedding,” they urged 
him. “Let her see your home town and 
meet your friends.” 

Helen arrived. She was, everyone 
agreed, a lovely girl—so bright and 
quick and gay. But after a few days 
they weren’t so sure. Queer things 
began to happen: little trinkets vanished 
from Bob’s mother’s dressing table, a 
pair of gloves laid down by a visiting 
neighbor was gone when the neighbor 
was ready to depart, a favorite novel 
disappeared into thin air. Suspicion 
pointed to only one person. Sure 
enough, when Helen’s room was searched 
one day during her absence, trinkets, 
gloves and book were all found hidden 
away in a drawer. 

Faced with the facts, the girl col- 
lapsed into tears. She admitted every- 
thing. Her only excuse was, “I just 
can’t help taking things. I can’t stop 
myself.” 

Hastily, and after a painful family 
consultation, Bob took his bride-to-be to 
a psychiatrist. At the end of three weeks 
of treatment he was surprised and 
shocked to learn that Helen had 
abruptly ended her visits to the doctor, 
taking with her half-2-dozen expensive 
books, ten dollars’ worth of stamps, a 
paperweight of considerable value, and 
a sum of money! 

Enough was enough. He broke the 
engagement. 

But if Bob was surprised, the psychia- 
trist wasn’t. What he had learned about 
his pretty young patient in those three 
weeks had convinced him beyond a 
doubt that she was just one more 
unfortunate with (to use his own 
medical term) an “‘obsessional neurosis,” 
the obsession in this case being to steal. 
Whether the article was of any value, 
whether she could use it or not, was of no 
consequence to her: she stole often and 
indiscriminately. It was literally im- 
possible for her to stop her hand from 
reaching out to take something that did 
not belong to her. 

In other words, Helen was the victim 
of a much-discussed but little under- 
stood form of insanity—kleptomania. 


ACCORDING to the famous American 
expert, Dr. Karl Menninger, from whose 
extensive files the above case is ex- 
panded, it is only recently that the 
kleptomaniac has come to be recognized 
in the true light of medical science. In 
the Middle Ages he was suspected of 
harboring a devil, a devil that must be 
exorcised before the unhappy thief 
could be cured of his affliction. By the 


By Dorothy Sangster 


time this superstition died out, a new 
cause for the kleptomaniac’s action was 
discovered: Original Sin. According 
to exponents of this grim theory, the 
thief was born to steal, and there was 
nothing to be done about it. As years 
went by other reasons were found, and 
blamed: lack of responsibility, “pure 
cussedness,” heredity, feeble-minded- 
ness. 

Anything and everything was claimed 
about kleptomania except the one fact 
that doctors agree upon today, namely, 
that the kleptomaniac is a sick man, badly 
in need of psychiatric attention. 

As such,’ and because of the growing 
interest now being manifested in mental 
health problems, the case of the klepto- 
maniac deserves some intelligent, if 
belated, consideration. 

For instance, what is a kleptomaniac? 

Why and what does he steal? 

Can he be cured? 

Above all, is his malady a real one, or 
is he merely hiding his criminal tenden- 
cies behind a fancy medical term? In 
other words, how much of a fraud is he? 

Ask these questions of almost any 
psychiatrist and watch him lose his 
temper. 

“First of all,” he will snap, “there’s 
been altogether too much loose talk 
about kleptomaniacs. Our popular press, 
always one jump ahead of the medical 
profession, has managed to turn the 
kleptomaniac into a_ stock fictional 
character, a sort of little-man-who- 
wasn’ t-there, stealing everything in sight, 
and always good for a laugh. There is as 
little public knowledge about klepto- 
mania as about any other mania—-pyro- 
mania, for instance, or nymphomania, or 
dipsomania. Actually, all these ob- 
sessions which many people seem to 
regard as a huge and funny joke are 
sure indication of serious mental con- 
flict. 

“Furthermore,” adds the psychiatrist 
testily, ““kleptomania is the symptom, not 
the disease. Just as you can’t say of a 
man whose temperature registers 103, 
‘He is sick because he has a high fever,’ 
so you can’t say of a man who steals, 
Hesteals because he is a kleptomaniac.’”’ 

The truth is that kleptomania is the 
result of a powerful underlying anxiety 
in a person’s mind, and so long as that 
anxiety remains, just so long will the 
kleptomaniac go ahead with his career of 
troubled theft. 


CONSIDER, for instance, the pretty 
young girl of 16 who was sent to board- 
ing school and promptly took to stealing 
everything in sight. She stole coins and 
hid them away, she stole banknotes and 
tore them up, she stole anything that her 
friends left lying about. Yet she had 
# Continued on page 71 
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Why Men Leave Home 


by Robert Thomas Allen 


Illustrated by W. A. WINTER 


HESE days of jam-packed divorce courts, the 

thought may have occurred to you to throw a 

couple of extra hitches around your husband. 

Maybe you’ve already worked out a few subtle 

schemes that will result in keeping him at home 
oftener and for longer periods. 

Don’t push the idea too far. The best way to make 
sure your husband doesn’t leave home, is to make sure 
he does leave home—for at least eight hours out of 
every 24. 

For a little over a year I’ve been living at home 
with my wife and kids, all day, every day. I’ve had 
breakfast, lunch and supper with them. I’ve seen a 
woman’s world with the seams showing. I’ve fought 
with the grocer, whipped the washing inside at the 
first drop of rain, and helped decide what to do with 
the Sunday roast on Tuesday. I’m probably the 
hottest male authority on housework in Canada. I’ve 
watched my wife dampen clothes, tie pigtails, make 
beds and make stew. I’ve seen her in curlers, without 
make-up, in panties and without panties. I’ve heard 
her brush off brush salesmen and talk on the phone to 
girl friends. I’ve seen her just standing around 
looking sad. And I’m thinking of renting an office 
in a pool hall. 

One thing I discovered early: a man living at home 
loses his sense of values. He becomes, inch by inch, a 
housewife. He puts his thoughts up in curlers. For 
instance, he gets involved in brawls with other 
housewives. 

My very first morning at home I answered the door 
and was confronted by a big blonde in a dirndl who 
started right in with a sort of controlled belligerence. 

“Mr. Allen, I don’t like tattletales and I always tell 
my little Sandra not to tell tales, but at the same time 
I know you'd like to know that your Jane hit our 
Sandra over the head with a lard pail.” 

Knowing little Sandra, I couldn’t bring myself to 
blame Jane. I’d often thought of hitting little Sandra 


What does a woman mean by “anything else 
that looks nice?” If I bring home something 
else that looks nice, my wife looks at it, at me, 
rolis her eyes and remains silent for hours. 


over the head with something like a lard pail myself. 
Of course, I couldn’t say this, so I just didn’t say 
anything, which made Sandra’s mother narrow her 
eyes and grow kind of red. She went away with one of 
those with - a - father - like - that - what - can - you - 
expect looks. 

If a man who goes downtown to a job doesn’t feel 
like working, he just stands around talking about the 
cost of cars or the time he had on his last trip to 
Montreal with some other guy who doesn’t want to 
work either. But a man who is living at home has no 
such healthy outlet. The minute he leaves his work 
he’sintosomething that’s unmasculine and undignified. 

I remember one day a little boy named George took 
a violent dislike to our Mary and a bitter feud arose. 


“Mr. Allen, I don’t like tattletales, 
but at the same time I know you'd 
like to know that your Jane hit our 
Sandra over the head with a pail.” 


I’m not one of those parents who take a magnanimous 
view of such things and say, “Our kid was probably 


as much to blame.” I never think my kids are to 
blame, and, as a matter of fact, George was a little 
sadist. I longed to wring his stout neck. To give you 
an idea of how completely I’d gone to pieces, I used to 
watch him through an opening in the curtains, until I 
caught him red-handed rubbing sand in Mary’s hair. 
The only thing that kept me from booting him one 
was a vivid picture of his old man—six-foot-six with a 
small bald head and a massive pink chest. 


I WAS continually sticking my nose into my wife’s 
business. For years my wife has been turning out 
well-seasoned stews by simply waving the salt box 
vaguely over the pan. If I’d been downtown where | 
belonged, I’d have been none the wiser, but when | 
discovered this I used to think what a slip-shod 
method it was. If she’d measure the amount of salt, 
once and for all, the stew would always be salted just 
right. It always was salted just right, but it seemed 
to me that she was running an unnecessary risk. | was 
always trying to explain it to her—as well as how to 
cut bread, My wife always cuts bread on a slant. 


To give you an idea of how completely 
I'd gone to pieces, I used to watch 
him through an opening in the curtains. 


She addresses the loaf at an angle, and never rolls it 
over to see where she’s going. She gets more and more 
on a slant until, in panic, she straightens the whole 
mess up with one stroke. We could have gone on 
indefinitely this way, however, with no harm done 
except an occasional wedge-shaped slice, but, being 
at home, I was always trying to correct her stance, 
wasting my own time and generally cluttering up my 
wife’s routine. Frequently it ended in a fight and 
my wife would deliberately cut the slices on more 
of a slant than ever. 

Lurking in the average male’s head is a sentimental 
idea that his home is the natural place to live. He 
feels that the necessity to leave it for eight hours every 
day is evidence of the artificial life we lead, a life he'll 
alter if he ever wins a sweepstake. His house is where 
everything has been arranged for his comfort, con- 
venience and generally richer existence. It’s a place to 
live. It’s reasonable, therefore, that he should spend 
all the time there possible. 

It’s not quite so simple as that. The man who kisses 
his kids good-by around seven or eight in the morning 
and comes back when they are sitting at the table all 
scrubbed and covered with bandages has a picture of 
his home that is pleasant, gracious and phoney. He 
never gets backstage to the home of vacuum cleaners, 
washdays, Lr-.wls, toilet routines, stage directions, 
quick decisions, sharp deals and hard work, 


THIS IS as good a time to face it as any: on the 
average, a woman works about twice as bard as ber 
Lusband, If he is a businessman, she works about four 
times as hard. Most businessmen arrive at work 
around nine or nine-thirty, glance through the 
morning paper, arrange for their secretary to answer 
their morning mail and go out for a cup of coffee. This 
coffee session lasts anywhere from 25 minutes to 
three-quarters of an hour, depending on the other 
businessmen he meets there. After that, he reads the 
letters his secretary has written for him, and attends 
a conference. By the time the conference is over, his 
lunch hour has arrived. Theoretically, lunch hour is 
one hour in which to have lunch. If your husband 
makes less than 50 bucks a week, he steals an extra 
half hour or so, maybe shooting a game of snooker, 
then coming back to the office to finish reading the 
noon edition or just look into space. If he is making 
over 50, he does the same thing except that he goes to 
businessmen’s luncheons. Either way, he loafs for a 
solid two hours. Sometimes Continued on page 46 


My wife didn’t say anything—she didn’t have 
to. A vacuum cleaner can say everything any 
woman ever has to say and a lot more eloquently. 
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ED-AND-WHITE LABEL 








Another autumn’s here—and with it another 
opportunity to stock up on Canada’s favorite — 
Campbell’s Tomato Soup. How well you know 
its bright, inviting look; its welcome, steaming 
fragrance; the deep enjoyment you get from 
every brimming spoonful! That comes first of all 
from the tomatoes Campbell’s use —tomatoes 
specially grown from special seed, tomatoes 8° 

so rich in healthful vitamins. And, 


ampbell’s exclusive recipe, which 

tter and gentle seasoning 
to make “the soup most folks like best.” So 
buy it now. Keep it handy. Enjoy it often. 


TOMATO sOUP 


Made by Campbell’s in Canada 
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How One Canadian Family 
Budgets Clothing 


Continued from page 2 


> 

An interesting aside on the choice of 
family reading is the Bells’ habit of 
reading good travelogue books together. 
They travel around the world, learn 
about the most fabulous spots, via the 
printed page. 

Which perhaps accounts for young 
Bill’s collection of miniature boats . 
sailing vessels, cruisers, a replica of the 
Spanish Armada 
patiently 
adding to his collection which will some 
day represent the complete history of 
boats. 


all of which he 
models himself, constantly 


We describe them accurately for the 
sole purpose of displaying a genuine 
pleasant Canadian family, determined 
to have a full life on a modest white- 
collar income. 

How much do they have to spend? 
The Bells’ weekly income is about $55, 
including family allowances. Of this, 
$6.50 is banked each week to cover 
family clothing requirements through- 
out the year. Over a period of time 
Mr. and Mrs. Bell have come to know 
“approximately,” they say, (exactly, 
we think!) just how this money is to 
be spent. 

The three children earn pin money 
in various ways . . . selling newspapers, 
odd Saturday jobs. Mary minds neigh- 
bors’ babies. This money is theirs to 
spend as they please, although some- 
times they contribute to one or two of 
the costlier clothing items. Especially 
Bill, whose earnings show up pretty 
admirably in bis budget! 

Mr. and Mrs. Bell follow out a five- 
year plan for their own clothing because 
they can make many items last that 
long. For the children, growing in leaps 
and bounds, the clothing is budgeted on 
an annual figure. 

We checked some of the major items 
in the Bells’ statistics, photographed 
some comparable items available on 
today’s market, and came within an 
average of about 50 cents one way or 
the other, with these exce ptions: 

Bill’s trench coat, budgeted at $20, 
is shown as the excellent one we found 
at $15. 

Johnny’s winter overcoat is budgeted 
at $15. and he inherits his brother's 
outgrown windbreaker. We photo- 
graphed a bushcoat at $10.95, which is 
a good buy because of its warmth and 
sturdiness. There’s a difference of 
opinion among boys’ mothers about this 
overcoat business. Therefore, it’s some- 
thing that you have to decide for 
yourself . which is to be new... 
which pass-down. 

The actual lists, shown in detail on 
our opening pages, reveal how the Bells 
SPEND their clothing money. 

Here’s how they SAVE for that 
weekly $6.50: 

Mom and Dad plan carefully so that 
their big items aren’t purchased in the 
same year. Winter coats for both are 
never bought in the same season. Nor 
does Mr. Bell buy both spring and 
winter coat in the same year. 

Mrs. Bell watches for off-season bar- 
gains. Because she follows her lists she 


knows well in advance what the year’s 
needs are likely to be, and she buys 
when sales are on. This buy-at-bargain- 
prices formula is the same one she 
follows in all expenditures, whether for 
pots and pans, bedding, furniture 
wherever household money goes. 

She makes most of her own clothes 
and lingerie, much of the rest of the 
family’s pyjamas, etc., and she cuts 
down and repairs. ‘Endlessly,”’ says 
she. She knits socks and sweaters, turns 
collars and cuffs, “anything that'll take 
fixing!” All the home sewing that 
whizzes through her machine comes 
out with good seams and hems to jadd 
strength, allow for alterations. te 

Mary, aged 12, learned to sew at 
school, and is now starting to make her 
own clothes besides finding time for 
piano le ssons. 

The Bells have found that bills sneak 
up on them if not paid promptly. They 
charge 


are firm about having no 


accounts, 


IN GIVING you the Bells’ budget, we 
must point out and underline emphati- 
cally that there is no budget on earth 
that applies to all families. 

Accidents, ill health, unforeseen and 
unbudgetable, and other sudden de- 
velopments can scrap the best-laid plans 
of any budget-minded household. 

And what works for the Bells may 
not necessarily work for another family, 
same number, same income. Your three 
may be triplets, all girls: no chance 
of hand-me-downs, no time for knit- 
ting, hardly enough for even mending! 

Your income may be smaller, your 
family larger. 

You may consider Mrs. Bell’s figures 
too high For instance, $50 
for dress material may look high. But 
remember that’s the total allowed for 
a period of five years. Mrs. Bell allows 
about $10 for a hat once in a while 
(included in $20 figure for belts, scarves, 


Too low. 


etc.). It so happens she doesn’t wear 
hats, but likes lots of fresh wash dresses. 
Maybe you wear slacks, like plenty of 
inexpensive hats. That’s where you 
juggle your figures to fit. 

Perhaps you can save only $4 or 
$3.50 a week. Well, better to save it 
and see what expenses can be pruned 
Even if you are sceptical, it 
would be fun to work out your family 
budget, using the Bells’ breakdown 
method and figures as a guide. 

The Bells’ whole theory is that if they 


down. 


are to keep their financial ship afloat, 
they must save $6.50 a week. 

And in her final comment about the 
success of their family budget, proved 
over many years, Mrs. Bell slipped in 
a quict thought. 

Have you ever heard of married 
couples who occasionally disagree, 
squabble, and even fight sometimes, 
about how the weekly pay cheque is 
to be distributed? One wants to budget 
and save, the other argues that nowa- 
days such stuff is impossible nonsense? 

Says Mrs. Bell: 

“We never quarrel about the disposal 
of the family income. My husband and 
I always work TOGETHER on our 
budget.” 

Together. It’s a lovely word. Some- 
body even wrote a song about it once. # 


x e 





Fight Fire With Fire 
Continued from page 27 


Marty laughed. “Conceited,” she 
taunted. ‘“‘Worse than a woman. Well, 
I don’t blame you. You’re pretty beau- 
tiful.”” She went over to him to kiss him, 
and he drew back sharply. ‘That darn- 
ed goo,” he said. “Get it all over me.” 

Marty’s laughter died down. She 
said, “I’m sorry. It was stupid of me.” 

It bad been stupid of her, she told 
herself. No one, even if he loved some- 
one very much, would want to be 
smeared with grease when he was 
dressed. Certainly not. 

From habit she stepped on the scales 
and, also from habit, reassured herself 
with the thought that they weighed at 
least 10 pounds too heavy. Although, 
even at that—10 from 60—it should 
be a hundred plus your age, she re- 
flected, then corrected herself. That 
was blood pressure, not weight. 

She stayed longer than she should 
have in the tub. But the warm water 
relaxed her. It took the kinks out of her 
spine; they had been there all day, just at 
the thought of the evening ahead of her. 

Don would, of course, have to take 
Mrs. Thomas in. She would sit on his 
right. And after dinner he would play 
bridge with her as his partner. Marty 
knew that that was how the bridge 
would be because she had heard Don 
say to Vance yester- 
day at the club 
that Anne and he 
would take on all 
comers, that most 
women could learn 
to play their cards 
well, but that it took 
something outside of 
the ordinary to bid 
the way Anne did, 
almost as if she had 
a sixth sense. ited. 

Stop it, Marty 
scolded herself. Stop 
it this minute! How are you going to get 
through the evening if you let your 
mind run on like this? 


SHE NEVER did know how she got 
through the evening, because it had 
been pretty close to hell, she admitted 
afterward. She had known that Anne 
Thomas was beautiful, but not until 
that night had she realized quite how 
beautiful she actually was. She had 
been in white, and although it was early 
in the season her skin, everywhere it 
showed—and it showed everywhere 
skin can show—was a delicate smooth 
tan. The tan against the white, and the 
cinder-blond hair—and the way her 
figure had swayed, looking too tiny 
around the waist not to break in two— 

And she had kept her end of the 
table in roars of laughter all during the 
first part of dinner. Several times 
Marty had tried to catch Don’s eye 
while this was going on, to share with 
him some of the laughter as they had 
always done in the old days. But she 
hadn’t been able to. Not once. He had 
been too absorbed. 

During the second part of dinner 
Anne had concentrated on Don. There 
had been no laughter then. Just deadly 
earnest. Don had turned his back 
squarely on his left-hand partner and 
stared at Anne, and listened, until 
Marty had wanted to scream. 

After dinner they had disappeared 


A Little Faith 


By JANET CRAIG-JAMES 


I'd hate to think, as some folks do 
That life is preordained for you; 
I always hope some day I'll find 


A prayer can make God change his 
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for a while. And when they had come 
back Don had explained, too casually, 
that Anne had wanted to smell the roses 
in the moonlight—not see them, mind 
you, but smell them, he had repeated, as 
if Anne had said something superlatively 
clever. 

There had been some good-natured 
teasing, and Johnnie Bartlett had made 
quite a fuss of rubbing an imaginary 
smear of something off Don’s cheek. 

Or had it been imaginary? Marty 
hadn’t been close enough to see, 
although she had noticed that Johnnie 
had looked at the handkerchief and had 
got red and had stuck it quickly in his 
pocket. Then he had come over to sit 
beside her and be particularly nice. 

Almost immediately there had been 
bridge. She hadn’t played. There had 
been 10 at dinner and it had given her 
the excuse of cutting out. Bridge, where 
you had to concentrate, had always 
given her a headache. For a while 
Johnnie and she had played back- 
gammon. Then they had just talked. | 
She couldn’t remember now what the 
conversation had been about, although 
she did remember that it had seemed 
endless. 

At 12 o’clock Don had insisted on 
starting another rubber. Anne and he 
had cleaned up. Marty had been able | 
to hear his gloating voice, “Didn’t 1} 
tell you she was a wiz?” The rubber 
hadn’t ended until after one. Anne 
Thomas had said, 
**You’re wicked, 
Don, to have kept 


had answered 
Marty had 


tone —‘“* You could- 
n't look a fright!” 
Later in their 
room she had said, 
praying that she 
sounded casual, 


me up so late. I'll} 
look a fright to-| 
morrow,” and Don} 


abso- | 
lutely cringed at his | 





“You seemed to be having a good time, | 
darling,” and he had rounded on her, | 
staring. “Good lord, Marty,” he had | 
burst out, “just because a woman’s | 
decent looking and amusing, there’s no | 
reason for all the other women to be | 
down on her.” 

She had protested, “ But I’m not down 
on her, Don. I only said—” 

“You only said that I was flirting 
with her—oh, not in so many words, 
but—”’ He had flung out of the room, 
slamming the door, and gone down- 
stairs again, to be away for hours before 
coming back. 

And there it was, Marty had thought, 
what she had brought on herself by her 
stupid crying. If only she’d had hold 
of herself from the beginning, instead of 
letting him know that she was jealous. 
They might, then, have been able to 
discuss the whole situation quietly 
instead of—of sparring with each other. 
Part of the mess was certainly her fault, 
she had confessed to herself. But she 
had drawn little comfort from the 
thought. 

She slept right through the alarm 
clock the next morning and didn't wake 
until after Don had gone. Ordinarily 
his allowing her to sleep would have 
pleased her, showing, she would have 
believed, consideration for her. But 
today it didn’t. Instead it frightened | 
her. Just as his neglect of the roses had 
frightened her. All the small signs, she 
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3 simple tests tell you why FRY S 
is Canada's largest-selling “Cocoa! 


/, AROMA TEST jus: open a 


tin of Fry’s under your apprecia- 
tive nose—mm-m, get all that tan- 
talizing fresh-chocolate aroma ? 
Trust Fry’s to bring out all the 
true fragrance of cocoa! 


3. TASTE TEST 50.25, there's 


no mistaking the richer chocolate 
flavor of Fry’s! 
It’s Fry’s extra flavor, above all, 


that has made it Canada’s most 
popular cocoa : . . that makes 


2 MUK TEST crver. soft, fine- 


grained Fry's stirs so smoothly, 
easily — makes such frothy cocoa, 
rich sauces, sy rups, desserts and 
cakes. With Fry’s it’s easy to get 
professional results. 


Fry’s so extra-delicious as a 
drink, so extra-good in cooking. 


Next time you think “cocoa” — 
buy “Fry’s.” Test its richer choc- 
olate flavor ... for yourself! 


* Fry’s sells 3-1 over any other cocoa in 
Canada according to a National Survey 


conducted last year. 


FRYS 


THE COCOA WITH THE 


RICHER CHOCOLATE FLAVOR 


thought, pointing in the same direction. 
Wearily she climbed out of bed. Sal 
was coming home today, and she 
mustn’t be allowed even to guess that 
anything was wrong. I couldn’t stand 
it, Marty thought, if my own daughter 
was sorry for me. 


IT WAS some 10 days later that Sal— 
18, and complacent in her own frank- 
ness—had what she termed a healthy 
little talk with Marty. ‘“‘Father’s not 
much of a bargain, except maybe at a 
fire sale, but it’s pretty obvious that 
that Thomas woman thinks he is.” 

“Sal!” Marty burst out, shocked not 
so much at Sal’s having noticed the 
Thomas woman as at her summing up 
of her father. It was positively dreadful 
how little respect the young of today had 
for their elders, and there was nothing 
their elders could do about it—not a 
thing. 

Sal laughed. “Well, it is obvious. She 
has him all stepped up. Why, he’s 
actually making wolf sounds. And his 
ties. Mother, really—” 

“T think,” Marty said with as much 
firmness as she could summon, “that we 
won’t discuss your father any more.” 

“We all think it’s a howl,” Sal said, 
entirely undisturbed. 

“Who,” Marty asked, “are we?” 

“Oh, Bobo and Pepper and Lita—all 
the gang. Honestly, mother, I should 
think you’d do something about it 
although I must 
admit that the com- 
petition’s pretty 
tough. That gal 
knows her points.” 
She got up, shrug- 
ging lazily all over 
a sort of fluid wiggle 
which shifted her 
clothes into graceful 
place. “Still, with a 
little attention to 
yourself you would- 
n’t be so bad. 
Twenty pounds or 
so—and, for goodness’ sake, a new 
hairdo! I’m pretty busy right now, with 
Lita practically trying to snatch Bobo 
right under my nose. But I guess I can 
spare the time, because after all you are 
my mother and my first duty is to you. 
Besides”—her mouth curled scornfully 

“1 don’t think that Lita has a prayer. 
She’s not Bobo’s type.” 

“Spare the time for what?” 
asked. 

“Why, to get you into battle dress. 
And in the meanwhile, for gosh sake, 
can’t you tone father down a little? | 
mean—that gleam She dropped a 
kiss on Marty’s nose and whipped out, 
not giving her time to say anything 
more. 

Marty thought, That gleam. The 
phrase exactly expressed Don nowadays. 
His feeling for Anne stood out all around 
him. He looked—why, he actually 
looked the way he used to look during 
their engagement, when they had been 
so terribly, so beautifully in love with 
each other, and when he hadn’t cared 
who knew it. It had lasted for a long 
time, that love. If only, she reflected, 
there were some way of making both 
people stop loving at once 


beam 


Marty 


not just one. 
At any time now she expected him to 
come to her and tell her 

Oh, no! she cried inside herself. Oh, 
no. Even if he doesn’t love me any 
more, there’s Sal. He wouldn’t do a 
thing like that to her. And then she 


1 7 
Caution 
By R. H. GRENVILLE 


The hearth shall be of native stone, 
The roof of oaken beams, 

With gracious rooms and corridors 
To domicile your dreams. 

Yet rather build a roof of straw 
Or raise a tent above, 

Than seek with feeble brick and 


thought, her mind jumping restlessly 
around, it was only a month ago that 
Dr. Prentice said he had to slow up. 
No singles at tennis, and only one round 
of golf a day. And she—she’s making 
him play singles. And next Saturday 
that Valley Club, morning and after- 
noon! She, Marty, had heard them 
plan it. Don was giving Anne thre 
strokes, provided she played from the 
men’s tees. She was as good at golf as 
she was at bridge. 

And she was teaching him mahjong. 
He’d never been willing to play it 
before, not even when everybody played 
it—said there was too much junk to fool 
with, that it was a kid’s game. 

Abruptly she sat up. Battle dress. 
But not with Sal. Not on any account 
with Sal. By herself. Surely she must 
have the intelligence— 


AMAZINGLY, she did have. But it 
wasn’t easy. There were times when she 
almost gave up, thinking, What is the 
use in aching all over like this—and 
being hungry all the time? It was 
particularly hard after the first 10 
pounds. Because then progress slowed 
up. One week she lost only a pound. But 
the woman with whom she was working 
told her that that was to be expected, 
that soon, very soon, she’d be lovely. 

There wasn’t even the incentive of 
clothes yet, because it would be stupid 
she knew, to select dresses and have 
them fitted to her 
present figure. 

And there wasn’t 
anyone to whom she 
could talk. Agnes 
had gone away, and 
Bobo had _ begun 
straining at the 
leash, taking up all 
Sal’s time. Not that 
she wanted to talk 
to Sal. But it would 


To house a fickle love. have been nice if 


someone had given 
her even a tiny pat 
on the shoulder. 

Every day, five days a week, rushing 
home from taking Don to the train and 
whipping into town clothes and catching 
the next train to town herself, massage 
and exercises in the morning, bridge 
lessons in the afternoon—lectures on 
current events in between. It was really 
exhausting. 

Don, she noticed, was as nervous as 
she was. Their evenings were electric. 
He was never able to stay sitting still 
for any length of time, and when the 
telephone rang he jumped like a startled 
horse. Often the telephone was Anne. 
There would be long conversations. In 
the end he would generally stroll over 
to her house. 

And Marty held onto herself, tight, 
smiling, and saying, “Yes, Don, do go. 
A little walk will do you good.” Because 
he always consulted her. 

He was, she thought 
turbed about him—beginning to look 
positively haggard. If this—this thing 
she was doing didn’t work she was going 
to have to let him go. She was going to 
have to say the words he was too decent 
to say to her—that love was what 
mattered, her love for him which was big 
enough to make her want to give him 
up—and his love for Anne which was 
eating the heart out of him. 

But first, she prayed, first let me have 
a chance! I’m working hard. Truly | 
am. I’ve never worked so completely 


terribly dis- 
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Chee Snow Cake 


Melty-rich, frosty-light...made with MAGIC 


Here’s one for the > recipe book—Magic’s Cherr 
Snow Cake! Topped with satiny frosting, studded wit 
plump cherries—bursting with juicy raisins, spicy citron 
—it’s a vision of delight—and m-m so delicious! 
“Delicious” is the word for all Magic-baked cakes. 3 
generations of Canadian homemakers have found that 
Magic in the batter means a cake that’s better—more 
delectable, finer-textured. Get Magic today—use it for 
everything you bake. 


\% cup shortening 
1 cup sugar 

2 eggs 

2 cups sifted flour 


Powder 


Soda 
34 teaspoon salt 


CHERRY SNOW CAKE 


2 teaspoons Magic Baking 


4 teaspoon Magic Baking 









¥ teaspoon cloves 

1 teaspoon cinnamon 

1 cup strained thick applesauce 
2/3 cup seedless raisins 

2/3 cup chopped pitted dates 
Snow Frosting 

Maraschino cherries 

Citron 


Cream together shortening and 
sugar. Add eggs; beat well. 


— 
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a at li ne en oe 


Sift dry ingredients together. 
Add alternately with apple- 
sauce to creamed mixture. Add 
raisins and dates. Bake in 9” 
greased tube pan in 350° F. 
oven, 1 hour. Let stand until 
cold. Remove cake from pan. 
Spread frosting on top and 
side of cake. Decorate with 
cherries and citron, 
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SNOW FROSTING 


Cream 2 tablespoons butter. 
Sift 2% cups confectioner’s 
sugar; gradually add, creaming 
constantly. Add about 3 table- 
spoons milk to make mixture 
right consistency for spread- 
ing. Add a few grains of salt 
and % teaspoon vanilla extract, 
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Keep em shining / 


When they're black—shine up 

pots and pans this modern 

way: dip the edge of an S.O.S. 
pad in water. Rub briskly at 

first. Then gently for high polish. 
You'll agree there’s really no other 
cleanser quite like $.0.S. 


When they're greasy—give ‘em the 
once over with $.0.S. That magic 
combination of grease-cutting 
materials whips through the 
heaviest sinkload. And modern 
$.0.S.—with soap in the pad— 

is the only cleanser you need. 


When they're dull —try this: rub dull 
pots with $S.0.S.—inside and out. 

Rinse and dry. Now look at that shine] 
You'll say S.O.S. outrates, outdates, 
outshines old-style cleansers. Try it, do/ 


Se URS magic cleanser of pots 


$.0.8. Mfg. Co. of Canada, Ltd 


Tete 


Ont 





hard for anything in my whole life. It 
was, of course, because what she was 
working for was her whole life. Reso- 
lutely she shut her mind to what the 
years ahead would be without Don. I’m 
getting on to 40, she reflected, and | 
come of a long-lived family—on both 
sides. I’d go on—and on. 

Anne Thomas’ lease expired on the 

‘first of October, and she moved back 
to town. Marty had been looking 
forward to this time, and when it 
actually happened, when she had seen 
the vans at Anne’s door—because Anne 
was the sort of woman who had to have 
her own things about her and she had 
brought a lot of stuff to the furnished 
house she had taken—she was terribly 
happy. Driving down to meet Don at 
the station, she hummed gaily. 

But on the way back from the station 
she was quiet, all the song having left 
her heart. Don was, he told her curtly, 
staying in town for dinner the next 
night, and the next. 

She said, “But, please Don—not 
Saturday night. I’ve asked some people 
to dinner.” 

“T’ll try to make it,” he told her, and 
she had to be satisfied, although Satur- 
day night was to be her debut. There, 
hanging in the closet, was the dress. It 
was blue, not pale and washed out, but 
sapphire. And there, tucked away in her 
mind, was her new bridge game—all the 
new rules, plus a power of concentration 
she hadn’t been 
aware she possessed. 
She had been plan- 
ning to insist that 
Don and she _ be 
partners. 


He came in just hills, 
in time to cut in on 
the last rubber. afraid 
Marty was holding 


wretched cards, but frills 
on the first hand she 


put in a psychic bid the glade; 
which saved a slam Defiant, though 
bestow 


bid from their op- 
ponents. Don said, 
**T don’t know 
whether that was 
dumbncss or genius, but I can guess.” 
He was tired, she saw. He hadn’t really 
wanted to play. Just at the end there 
was a nasty little scene. It was about 
her losses, which were considerable. He 
insisted on totalling the score. And he 
also insisted on paying what she owed. 
He didn’t do it graciously, as he would 
have in the old days, but said, “If you 
haven’t sense enough to play the game, 
why, in heaven’s name, do you tackle 
stakes like these?” 

Johnnie, who had been at the table, 
spoke up. “Sense enough to play the 
game?” he demanded. ‘Why, Marty’s a 
shark. Anyone else would have lost 
twice as much as she did with the cards 
she’s been holding.” 

Marty said evenly, ““Don’s probably 
right. I'll go back to my old stakes.”’ 

“Like heck he is.” Johnnie’s face was 
red with irritation. “Listen, Don, 
Marty and I will take you on, with any 
partner you choose, spot you a hundred 
and lick the stuffing out of you.” Then 
he added, grinning at Marty, “That is, if 
she'll promise to wear that dress.” 

So it was noticeable, Marty told 
herself, to Johnnie, anyway, that she 
had a new dress. But Don hadn’t said 
anything about it. He hadn’t even 
looked at her. She thought, I’m his 
blind spot. 


of snow. 


INDIAN SUMMER 


By HELEN BALL 
She wanders like a gypsy in the 
Flaunting her fading beauty, un- 
Ot boding winds that fray her scarlet 


And strew her golden garments in 


His kiss, and wrap her in a shroud 





Aloud she said, “It would be fun. [ 
wish that Anne were still here. She’s a 
marvellous player. Don and she would 
give us a run for our money.” She had 
managed to say it without a tremor, 
without even a flicker of her eyelids. But 
there was a sudden hush in the room, 
Johnnie’s wife, Cora, who always put 
her foot in it somehow, said, “ Johnnic 
Let’s have her down. Then we can all 
make bets.” 

A great many people said a great 
many things quickly, and the party 
broke up. But outside the house Marty 
heard Johnnie’s angry voice, although 
not his words, and Cora’s answer in a 
plaintive tone, “But, Jobnnie, Marty 
said 


IT HAD always been their happiest 
time, the half hour after a party, with 
Don stretched out and Marty chatter- 
ing. But it wasn’t tonight. Don did sit 
down, but he closed his eyes, and he 
didn’t talk until Marty said, because she 
couldn’t hold it in any longer, “Don, if 
you could only get home earlier in the 
evening. You do look so tired.” 

Then he jumped to his feet and 
said a great deal. 

It wasn’t Don, she told herself after- 
ward, who had burst out in that way. It 
was a man who was torn and hurt, a 
man who was being teased and prodded 
into a state of nerves, I could kill her, 
Marty thought, for that if for nothing 
else—that she has 
him on the rac k, day 
and night. 

Because at night 
he didn’t sleep well, 
although up to just 
recently he had only 
needed to touch his 
head to the pillow to 
be off. She had 
teased him about it 
through the years, 
the little boy way he 
had had of dropping 
off to sleep. But 
now, when she wak- 
ened in the night, it 
was as often as not 
to find that Don had slipped out of the 
twin bed beyond the table and was 
beside the window, not smoking, not 


tomorrow death 


even relaxing, just sitting upright. From 
her own bed she had kept vigil with 
him, unable herself to go back to sleep 
while he was awake. 

Marty had bought the negligee with a 
feeling of breathlessness, wrapping the 
magically draped fold of it around her 
new body. She had stared with wonder 
at herself in the mirror, while the sales- 
girl behind her had murmured that the 
negligee had been dreamed up for her. 
She had agreed inwardly that it had, 
thinking, I shall have to wear it around 
the room alone for a little before I let 
Don see me in it — become accustomed 
to it and not look as if I were—were 
showing off. 

She hadn’t worn it for him yet, 
although she had worn the other new 
things, the imported evening gown, the 
forty-dollar hat, the gabardine dress- 
maker suit that molded her figure lines 
miraculously. She was, she knew, 
causing a small storm of talk. For a 
little while it was fun, having people 
speak to her of how marvellous she 
looked, and asking what on earth she 
had done to herself. For a little while it 
was such complete fun that her trouble 
was not forgotten but buried. The men 
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bed the Nowe Wey to Gel Uhem - fer bella did! 


As you know, authorities agree that most people 
should get extra vitamins as a safeguard to good 
health. And authorities also agree, beyond ques- 
tion, that the best way to get vitamins would be i 
your everyday food. But that’s hard to do:— 


Because everyday foods vary considerably from 
day to day in vitamin and mineral values. And, 
besides, they lose a lot of their vitamins in ship- 
ping, storing and cooking. 

That’s why so many people are supplementing 
their meals with Ovaltine. It’s a supplementary 
food-drink that makes up deficiencies in ordinary 
foods. Ovaltine is standardized. Its content is 
scientifically controlled. It never varies. Each 
spoonful supplies the same generous amounts of 


vitamins and minerals. You know exactly what 
you're getting. 


So you don’t have to worry about variations or 
losses. You know that a serving of Ovaltine in a 
glass of average milk always gives you the same 
substantial quantities of Vitamins A, Bi, C, D, 
G and Niacin—and Calcium, Phosphorus and 
Iron. And you can be sure that 2 glasses of 
Ovaltine daily and just normal meals will give 
you all the vitamins and minerals any normal 
person can use. And when you drink Ovaltine 
you get these vitamins and minerals the preferred 
way—in food. 

You'll find, too, that Ovaltine has a very agree- 
able taste—a taste that grows on you. So for bet- 





ter results, why don’t you start drinking Ovaltine 
at meals, just as you would tea or coffee? Or, if 
you prefer, between meals or at bedtime. Then, if 
you’re a normal person, you'll know, as far as you 
are concerned, you’ve solved the vitamin problem. 


FAR MORE THAN VITAMINS . . . Ovaltine also 
contains virtually every other precious food 
element needed for buoyant health and 
vitality, including the elements that vitamins 


must have to function properly. That’s why 
Ovaltine is so widely recognized as the ideal 
supplementary food-drink. 
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Start the meal 


LETTUCE 


the V8 way | 


Enjoy the juices of these 
8 garden-fresh vegetables 


CARROTS 


OU get the bracing, zesty goodness of 
juices from a whole garden of fresh vege- 


tables in every glass of V-8*. SPINACH 


It's the perfect start for breakfast and for 
every other meal because V-8’s appetizing 
flavor makes other foods taste better. 


Enjoy a big glassful of V-8 with a sandwich 
TOMATOES 

for lunch or as a late snack. Your whole family 

will love V-8. Get the appetizing goodness of 


eight vegetables! Ask for V-8 at your grocer’s! 


*V-8 is a trade-mark 
owned in Canada by 
Standard Brands Limited 
CELERY 


PARSLEY 


WATERCRESS 


who danced with her now did so, she 
felt sure, because they wanted to, not 
because it was poor old Marty. That 
part of it was working out. 

But not the other part. She decided 
finally, It’s the evenings which are so 
bad. And she began asking people in for 
bridge every night, Don wasn’t always 
home. In fact he seldom was—not more 
than three evenings out of the week. But 
he generally got back to find the game 
still going on, and occasionally he would 
cut in for a final rubber. He had 
admitted at last that Marty played well. 
But he had admitted it listlessly, as if 
it were of very small importance. And it 
was of small importance, Marty told 
herself, except that Don admired women 
who did things well—or, at least, 
admired one woman. Discouraged, she 
thought, What is the use? 

But it wasn’t until the negligee had 
failed that she really gave up. She had 
at last nerved herself to wear it, and had 
gone upstairs ahead of Don, soaked in a 
hot bath into which she had poured 
lilac-scented salts—his favorite perfume 

and had then carefully made up her 
face and mouth. 

After she had brushed her hair she 
had lain down on the chaise longue 
and taken up a book, pretending to 
read. The folds of the negligee clasped 
her body, not looking as if she had 
arranged them because she had worked 
to avoid that look, but as if she had 
just thrown herself down and they had 
fallen into place. When she heard Don’s 
step on the stairs she put the book in her 
lap. Her hands were trembling and she 
couldn’t hold it steady. She thought, 
He has to notice. He has to say some- 
thing. 

But he didn’t say anything. He stared 
at her blankly for a moment, then went 
into the bathroom and slammed the 
door. The slam was like a swear word. 

Tears sprang to Marty’s eyes. She 
said, not quite aloud, “I feel so—so 
cheap!’ It hadn’t occurred to her, until 
that second, that he might put a detest- 
able interpretation on what she had 
done in wearing the negligee—in lying 
there—as if she were waiting for him 
to make love to her. That, she told 
herself, was how it had seemed to him 

that she was trying to—to seduce 
him. 

She said again, “Cheap,” shivering a 
little, but with no more tears. Slowly 
she climbed into bed, the dressing gown 
falling to the floor beside her, and 
pulled the covers over her head. She 
thought, I didn’t know—but it was a 
sort of test. That was probably why she 
had put off wearing it for so long. She 
had been afraid. 


THE NEXT day she gave Sal the 
expensive hat and the gabardine suit, 
telling her, in order to avoid discussion, 
that she was getting new clothes. The 
evening dress was too sophisticated for 
her daughter, and she planned to give it 
to the Thrift Shop. The negligee she 
rolled up into a ball and stuffed in the 
back of her closet, intending to burn it 
later. She hated the sight of it, but she 
didn’t want anyone else to have it. 

She was supposedly bridging that 
afternoon at Agnes’. But she didn’t go. 
She pleaded a headache which, even as 
she spoke to Agnes on the telephone, she 
realized was real. But it wasn’t because 
of the headache that she stayed away. 
She stayed away because all that was 
over. She didn’t, she told herself, ever 


have to play bridge again. She did 
have to play mahjong—or spend ho 
on her face, or brush her hair a hundred 
times in the morning and again a hi 
dred times at night—or say “No, thank 
you,” to.everything she liked to eat, 
twist herself into pretzel-like curves 
those exercises. 

There were, she admitted, compen 
sations, nothing that actually made up 
for what she was losing, but which did 
help in the bearing of the loss. 

She said aloud, “I’m plain darned 
tired,” and noticed an edge on her voice, 
one which hadn’t been there until she 
had donned her battle dress. She 
noticed, too, small lines around her eyes, 
not laughter lines but fine ones of strain. 
She thought, Why, I look hard! Even 
the way I hold myself. It’s not me at 
all. 

She experienced suddenly a curious 
sense of shame. It wasn’t the same sense 
of shame that she had felt when she had 
been misunderstood by Don, but one 
which was, in a way, deeper. She had 
been, all these months, untrue to herself. 
The superficial part of the change didn’t 
bother her. It had probably done her 
good to diet. And she had let herself get 
pretty sloppy looking. No, The super- 
ficial part was all right. The part that 
wasn’t was something inside herself. 

In my right mind, she scolded, I’d no 
more have gone after a man than I'd 
have—well, gone in swimming with no 
clothes on—not even after my own 
husband. It’s the most degrading 
emotion, she added to herself. Jealousy. 
Just thinking the word deepened the 
shame. 

A cold and healthy rage took hold of 
her. “‘I’ll be darned,” she said, “if I'll let 
anyone ever again change me.” 

Deliberately she rummaged in the 
closet and brought out her old grey 
dressing gown. And as deliberately she 
put it on. “There,” she said, speaking 
aloud again as if someone were near. 
“There!” 

Then she said, speaking this time to 
her absent husband, “And if you don’t 
like it you can lump it.”” Vulgar, cer- 
tainly, but very satisfactory. She was, 
she discovered, not happy but serene 
for the first time in ages. “ You can just 
lump it,” she repeated, almost rolling 
the words on her tongue. 

She knew that later her heart would 
ache. Because, later, she was going to 
tell Don that he was free. She was 
going to tell him also that she was free, 
too. That was one thing she was 
determined to make him understand— 
that although she loved him very much, 
and always would love him, she was 
still free. 

She thought, interested, It isn’t a 
matter of looks, loving someone. It’s a 

~a sort of spark. A wry smile twisted 
her mouth. Battle dress, she jeered at 
herself, rot! 

Sal drifted in. She said, ‘‘ For the love 
of heaven, mother, where did you dig up 
that horror? You're not going to let 
father see you in it, are you—after all 
you've done?” 

Marty yawned, sincerely and deeply. 
She said, “Run along, Sal. Mother’s 
tired and she’s going to take a nap. And 
will you please be good enough not to 
wear that black lipstick any more. It’s 
ridiculous on a child like you. Wipe it 
off immediately.” 

She hadn’t raised her voice, but for 
some reason Sal did wipe it off, sitting 
wordlessly before the mirror. After- 
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Fishing, my very first day, I caught a big one! “Lend you a hand?” 
a ' \ an amused voice asked —and there you were! “A fisherman—with such 


a soft hands,” you said... How often romance starts with soft hands. 
At the old wishing well, St. Augustine—“I wish these darling hands were mine,” you 


said ... Jergens-soft hands do make a man “wish”. So the smartest girls use Jergens. 


Palm Beach— “Let's spend our 
Golden Wedding here, sweet,” 
you said. “Will your little hands 
be so soft still?” Don’t worry, 
dearest heart. I'll go on using 
my Jergens Lotion. 


Dad had to practically bribe me to go fishing that 
morning. I didn’t dream I'd make the catch of my life. 


“You mean me?” you ask. I mean you, dear. “A man hasn’t 
a chance,” you say, “when a girl has such darling hands.” 


I guess that’s why Jergens Lotion 

is way the favorite hand care...7 to 1 
» with Hollywood Stars; nearly 4 to 1 
‘a with Young Marrieds. 


You know, your favorite Jergens is finer than ever today. 
Your hands feel even smoother and softer now—are protected 
longer, too—when you always use Jergens Lotion. 


To make adorable hands even surer for you— 

Jergens Lotion contains two ingredients many doctors trust 
for skin-care. Still 10¢ to $1.00 for this 

even-more-effective Jergens Lotion. Oily? Not the least bit. 
And Jergens Lotion leaves no stickiness. 


Pita Tae SN 


Important — prevent unsightly chapped hands 
fs X by using Jergens Lotion regularly. 


Suffer now from chapping? The very first 


/ | f application of Jergens soothes and relieves. 
/ j-/ So—always use Jergens Lotion. 
a j 7 ¢ c 


: — / 
For the Softest, Adorable Hands, use ww LIE RGE NS LOTION 


(Made in Canada) 
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Enjoy the 
“Whole Grain” 


you need 


@ Health Food Rules call 
for a daily serving of 
Whole Grain cerea!, 


this 
Delicious 
way 


p> Appetizing, crunchy Muffets ... 
lacily spun from ribbons and ribbons 
of tempting whole wheat . . . toasted 
golden brown .. . packed with 
flavor! What a scrumptious break- 
fast treat! So good for you, too! In 
Muffets you get the body-building 
proteins, minerals and carbohydrates 
of the whole grain. And Muffets are 
thrifty—a single serving costs less than 
a cent. Buy grand tasting Muffets today! 
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ward she went quietly out of the room. 


| But the glance she cast at Marty just 


before she left held a sudden gleam of 
admiration. 

On the chaise longue Marty turned 
over and went to sleep. She slept 
heavily for two hours. 

When she wakened Don was standing 
in the door, staring at her. Slowly she 
sat up. Her hair had come loose from the 
combs which held it and was tousled. 
She had, before lying down, scrubbed 
her face hard to rid it of make-up, andit 
was still slightly pink. Her mouth was 
clean and natural. She clutched the old 


| grey dressing gown close around her, 
| staring back at him and thinking, Now 
|is the moment. Curiously she wasn’t a 
| bit excited, but was, instead, quite 
jealm. She told herself again, Actually, 
| I’m free. 


| FOR A long minute the picture held. 
| Then Don said, 


““No bridge tonight?” 


““No,” Marty said. “‘No bridge. Not 


| ever again any bridge. I’m sorry, Don 
| but that’s the way it’s going to be. If 
| you want bridge you'll have to get it 


somewhere else.” 

He was still staring at her, probably 
comparing her, she decided, with Anne 
Thomas. She didn’t, of course, measure 
up. But that didn’t matter to her now. 
It had hurt badly in the beginning, but 
the hurt, like the bridge, was done with. 
A gentle, almost pitying smile curved 
her mouth, no strain anywhere. She 
said, ““Why don’t you take a hot bath? 
Ill have Nora put dinner off for half an 
hour.” It was the sort of thing she had 
said to him so many times, a natural, 
easy caring for his comfort. 

He said, “Marty—I’ve got to talk 
to you.” 

“Later,” Marty said. “After you’ve 
had your bath.” 

““No,” he said, “‘now. I want to talk 
to you now.” He moved then to the 
middle of the room, standing uncom- 
fortably rigid. It was obvious that 
what he had to say couldn’t wait, that 
he had to get it off his mind. Marty 
thought, Now or later. It doesn’t really 


matter. She said, “All right, Don. Tell 
me. It’s about Anne Thomas, isn’t it?” 

He nodded. “Yes. It’s about Anne 
Thomas.” He paused for a moment, 
then he said, “I’ve been in love with her, 
You knew that, didn’t you?” He didn’t 
wait for her to answer, but went on, “| 
thought she was wonderful. I thought 
she had everything—looks, charm, 
vitality.” He reached behind him for a 
chair and dropped into it. He looked 
suddenly utterly exhausted. 

Marty thought, I never felt sorrier for 
anybody in my whole life. She said, 
“Things like that happen, Don. It’s 
nobody’s fault, really. She has charm, 
and she has looks, she has vitality-—” 

He broke in, picking up one word and 
bearing down on it. ‘* Vitality. She has 
so darned much vitality that she had me 
staggering.” The haggardness on his 
face deepened and he said, “‘She practi- 
cally ran me off my feet. My tongue was 
hanging out. And I had no place to rest, 
Because you—you He stopped, and 
she said, “Yes, Don? What about me?” 

He said, “ You simply weren't here any 
more. I—I thought I'd lost you.” 

She almost told him—that she had 
thought that she had lost him. But she 
stopped herself in time. Instead, she 
said, “ You almost did, Don.” 

““Marty,” he said, “Oh, Marty!”” He 
pulled himself out of his chair and came 
across to drop awkwardly on his knees 
beside her and bury his face in her lap, 
She put her hand on his head, thinking, 
It really is true. I am free. I’m free to 
scold him, to say anything I want to 
him—like myself, not like anybody 
else. Anybody else would probably have 
held him off—made him beg and beg, 
But that, she knew, wasn’t what she 
wanted herself—wasn’t at all the way 
she was, 

She said, “ Darling, it’s all right.” 

He lifted his head and looked at her. 
The exhaustion had seeped out of his 
face. He said, “I’ve been so damned 
lonely.” Slowly one hand went up to 
touch her shoulder, to run lightly over 
the grey flannel which covered it. He 
smiled. 


“Nice,” he said. + 
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A BAG OF WHEAT FOR TWO SAUCE? 








INTO SMALL CLEARINGS .. . later to become In 1947 the peddler with his wagon is replaced 4 

Canadian cities and towns ... clattered the famil- by your neighbourhood GSW-McClary dealer; 2 

iar figure of the McClary peddler and his wagon. The transaction is much simpler — but it’s basically 3 

He bartered cooking utensils for hides or sides of the same. You buy from your dealer with con- 3 

pork, for tallow or wool, or for crops grown amid fidence because you know him and you know the i 
the stumps of trees on land cleared by early good products he sells. 4 

Canadian homemakers. Currency was scarce in Whenever you buy a product labelled “GSW” ; 
those days and trade was difficult. But even be- or “McClary” you get the benefit of a century of j 

fore Confederation, the name “McClary” was experience in making the kind of household equip- 4 

becoming known throughout the land. ment which will best serve the Canadian housewife; i 
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Please check prices and information listed on this 
form carefully before mailing your Christmas Gift 
Orders. Be sure to provide the information that 
will enable us to correctly sign and address the 
greeting card that will announce each Gift Sub- 


scription. 


You may include your own new or renewal sub- 


Chatelaine 


Canadian womans magapiny 


scription as well as Gift Subscriptions from other 


members of your family to their friends. 


YOUR CHRISTMAS GIFT ORDER FORM—MaAIL IT TODAY! 
§ ‘SHATELAINE. 481 University Avenue, Toronto 2, Ontario. 


Please send CHATELAINE Christmas Gifts to the following for one year: 


| Mail Gift Cards to reach them in the Christmas mails, signed as indicated. 


OR, send Cards to me for mailing. 


I enclose $ 


Use this order form for CHATELAINE Gift Orders only. 
Do not forget to attach your name and address to each sheet 


of paper 


X here if you 


Place an 


PLEASE INCLUDE 
YOUR NAME AND 
ADDRESS HERE 


My name 


My address .. 


l to read from 


as payment. 


") Please bill me later. 


If ordering other magazines, 


your 


use a separate sheet 


THIS ORDER MUST BE 
POSTMARKED NOT 
LATER THAN DEC. 20, 


1947. 


Name 
Address 
City . 


Gift Card to read from 


Name 
Address 
City .. 


Gift Card to read from . 


AIRMAIL YOUR ORDERS AFTER DEC. 1ST 


my bits are done you can’t say they’re not 
gems of wisdom. On second thought I 
believe you can; what’s more I| believe you 
will, 


One nice thing about November, you're 
not forever thinking November will soon 
be here. Otherwise I take a dim view of 
this lugubrious month, When they get 
around to revising the calendar I hope they 
skip it. 


It’s a lost week end without a late sleep 
in the morning and a roast in the oven for 
Sunday dinner. 


Oh, to be in England now November's 
here. I don’t like austerity any better than 
other folks, but a wedding’s a wedding and 
when a Princess marries it’s worth a bit 
of austerity to see. Not that I’m invited 
to the Abbey, you understand, but I’d like 
to be standing along the Mall and watching 
the bride go by. But I'll be at my radio 
and so will you—and I'll be wishing them 
well. And so will you. 


November in our household was known 
as Apple Dumpling month. We ate apple 
dumplings before and after, but in Novem- 
ber we went all out for them, sort of. 


Time marches on. Remember the 
Graf Spee, Wrong Way Corrigan, Hitler’s 
patience getting exhausted every now and 
then, your first ration book and how you 
couldn’t remember when coupons came due, 
Lord Haw Haw, when the customer was 
always right, the first cocky, surly lot of 
German prisoners, cakes and coffee at the 
Blood Donor’s Clinic, The Jervis Bay 
and Fogarty Fagan, Lillybet, Rhett Butler, 


brain so I’ve heard, but I don’t believe it. But good 
to eat anyway and when you’re hungry it isn’t your 
brains you’re worrying about. 


Don’t stick to any one fish—except, of course, the 
one you married, 


Like a new Cookie? Here’s a queer’un: Beat 
up 2 eggs, add 2 cupfuls of brown sugar, 14% cupfuls 
of chopped dates, 44 pound of filberts halved, 134 
cupfuls of fine coconut, a teaspoonful each of vanilla 
and almond and 2 tablespoonfuls of chopped maras- 
chinos. Sprinkle in a few grains of salt. Don’t light 


“That must be the repair man for our 
quick freeze unit.” 


City .. 


Gift Card to read from .. 


iF YOU LIVE WEST OF THE GREAT 
LAKES OR IN THE MARITIMES ® - 


cry for it. 


Not another word about what’s good 
for you, but I’d just like to mention that 
green peppers are humdingers for vitamin 
C. Ever try fried pepper strips with steak? 
Parboil five minutes or so, remove seeds 
and cut lengthwise about half an inch wide. 
Then fry. Maybe you'll like these as well as 
onions. Who knows? 


It’s the good hostess who can make her 
buffet party run smoothly. No bottlenecks 
—except those on the bottles! 


Grahamallows: Cut marshmallows m 
two and perch a coupla halves on each 
graham cracker. Toast in a moderate oven 
until puffy, then drizzle with melted 
semisweet chocolate. Begin passing. Nice 
for tea or evening. 


I coated the inside of a cracked teapot 
with melted paraffin and had a fine water- 
ing can for my house plants. Idea for 
Gracie’s Aspidistra. 


Friend of mine cooks two or three 
whole cloves in the sauce for creamed 
onions. 


Oysters on potato half shells are nice. 
Bake potatoes, halve lengthwise, scoop out, 
mash with butter or cream, season. Refill 
shells, making a little well in which an 
oyster can snuggle. Dust with crumbs, dot 
with butter, dash with paprika. Bake about 
10 minutes. 


There'll never be a better time to diet 
unless the High Cost of Living goes even 
higher. 
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THE FUTURE BELONGS TO THOSE WHO PREPARE FOR IT 


Firstborn 


New baby . . . and with its coming comes great new hope for 
the future. For in your child you feel your own unrealized 
dreams can yet come true . . . you see a chance for him to 
make an even better life than yours has been. 

But as you look forward to these happy possibilities, it is 
wise to make sure of factors necessary to their fulfillment: 
education, training, protection against financial emergencies. 

That is why so many Canadian fathers rely on Prudential 
life insurance—for The Prudential can protect a child’s 
future in many ways. Among these are: providing money to 
take care of him if you should die while he is still young— 
to pay for his schooling—even for starting him off on his own 
when he becomes a man. And a Prudential program is elastic 
and adaptable, easily changed to fit your child’s progress and 
your family’s changing needs. 

Any Prudential representative will show you how to fit such 
a program to your particular circumstances, and will explain 
the advantages Prudential has to offer. Arrange to see him 
about this matter—soon. 

Enjoy the Prudential Family Hour, with Risé Stevens—Every 

Sunday afternoon over CFRB Toronto and CKAC Montreal 


And the Jack Berch Show—Every afternoon, Mondays through 
Fridays, over CBL Toronto and CBM Montreal 


THE PRUDENTIAL 
INSURANCE COMPANY OF AMERICA 


& mutual life insurance company 


HOME OFFICE: NEWARK, NEW JERSEY 


BRANCH OFFICES IN ALL LEADING CANADIAN CITIES 


Why Men Leave Home 


Continued from page 32 


in the afternoon he has to get into gear 
to clean up the work he should have done 
in the morning. 

A woman with children has no time 
for such malarky. If she doesn’t get 
things intelligently organized, she does 
not just lose her job—she loses her 
sanity. A woman's work is serious 
business. 


Now, to come back to the point, if a | 


man working at home could remain 
completely detached from the household 
routine, things might be different. Bu' 
to do so would be as probable as your 
going down to your husband’s office 
every day and just sitting in the corner 
shelling peas. 


DON’T MISUNDERSTAND me. No | 


one has a more understanding wife than 


mine. She was all for me working at 
home—she thought. She’d made up her 
mind never to ask me to do chores be- 
tween the hours of nine and five, and 
she didn’t—unless I was going out 
anyway. 

I’ve waited in line-ups, hovered 
around stockroom doors trying to look 
as if grabbing something off a truck was 
the farthest thing from my mind. I’ve 
got the kids’ shoes resoled, taken dresses 
to the cleaners and asked to have them 
stretched in width but not in length, 
bought bobby pins, No. 50 white 
thread, seam binding, icing sugar, and 
looked for “anything else that looks 
nice” in everything from the corner 
grocery to four-lane super markets. 

Incidentally, what does a woman 
mean by “anything else that looks 
nice”? If I bring home something else 


that looks nice, my wife looks at it, at | 


me, rolls her eyes and remains silent 
for hours, with a sphynxlike smile on 
her lips. 
instance? They often look nice to me. 


Or a big thick haddock? Or a 25-pound | 


pail of Pure-Grind Peanut Butter? I’ve 
seen big bottles of olives that have 
looked positively heavenly. And tins of 
caviar, And sandwich spreads! I drool 
every time I look at the shelf. What 
women really mean, I guess, is “Any- 
thing else that will look nice to me 


| when you bring it home.” 


I’ve spent hours looking for a little 
girl named Dianne. Dianne doesn’t 


| belong to me, but almost every day, just 


at the time when, if I’d been going 
downtown to work I would have been 
arranging the sport page beside my 
chicken croquette at Joe’s Grille, her 
mother would come to our door and ask 
anxiously if we’d seen her. The only 
gentlemanly thing for me to do was to 
get out and help find her. I’ve combed 
the district for Dianne many a time. 
I’ve found her talking to firemen, 
looking at displays of expensive lingerie, 
leaving town and looking up from the 
basements of unfinished houses, 


| ABOUT THAT snooze whenever I felt 
| like it. I tried it. I think it was three 


times. The first time I actually managed 
to fall asleep and woke up pawing the 


air with a toy tractor crawling up over | 
my glasses and Mary standing nearby | 


looking a bit scared but still interested. 
The next time, just as I was dozing, my 
wife started to vacuum the living room. 
I kept my eyes closed, set my chin, 
grimly determined to have that snooze. 
I found myself blushing with my eyes 
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closed. Not that my wife said anything. 
She didn’t have to. A vacuum cleaner 
can say everything a woman has to say, 
a lot more eloquently. 

The third time, a neighbor walked in 
onme. My wife hastily explained to her 
that I was working at writing and was 
probably getting a plot, but from the 
neighbor’s expression it was elear she 
was thinking, “The next step will be 
the bottle.” 

From then on I made sure I was on 
my feet, or at least sitting at my type- 
writer, when my wife had women callers. 
But even then there was a certain two- 
friends-and-a-stranger feeling that I 
found unnerving. I’d slink out into the 
Kitchen and lurk there eating bread and 
marmalade and waiting for the visitor to 
go. People just never really understood 
why I was around the house. They’d 
smile vaguely and make polite sounds, 
but their glance would say, “And with 
column after column of help-wanted 
ads!” 

It was at times like these that an 
escape mechanism, developed during 
my years downtown, began to operate, 
and I longed to slip out for a cup of 
coffee. But what reason was there to 
slip out for coffee when there was a big 
pound tin right in the kitchen? I used 
to try to rig the whole thing. I’d ask 
my wife if she wanted anything at the 
store. That would be the time she 
couldn’t think of a thing. I'd plead 
with her. 

“Don’t you want anything for supper, 
dear?” 

“No. I have everything for supper.” 

“Any toiletries? How are we fixed 
for toothpaste?” 

“| bought a tube yesterday.” 

“Any soap? A letter to post?” 

It was no use. I’d go back to my 
typewriter. 


FOR PEOPLE of average means, at 
least, the home is something more than a 
place to live: it is also a place where the 
wife works. Perhaps you think it’s a 
good thing for a man to see just what a 
woman has to cope with; to let him skin 
his knuckles on reality; give him a taste 
of looking after the kids on a rainy day. 
It’s as much his responsibility as yours, | 
suppose, but, the point is, very few men, 
including myself, can stand it. And it’s 
better to have a healthy husband loafing 
downtown, unconscious of the really 
rugged side of life, than to have one 
getting his eyes opened at home but 
slowly cracking up. 

Besides, there’s the matter of a man’s 
being in the way. Ina small and clut- 
tered house we once lived in, my wife 
strung a set of clothes lines down the 
cellar to use on rainy washdays. We’ve 
never come closer to divorce than when 
I’d whip around to get a hammer or a 
screwdriver and get a wet towel or 
pillowcase across my face. I’d turn into 
a profane, quivering pulp. 

From a woman’s point of view, having 
a man dangling around the house in the 
daytime is much the same thing. He 
flops on the clean bedspread, takes 


baths at odd hours and pads around her 
polished floors in his bare feet, leaves the 
remains of snacks around her kitchen 
and generally gets in the way. 


All these are more or less surface | 


difficulties, however. Perhaps with a 
really well-housebroken male these 
objections wouldn’t arise. But there is a 
more basic reason why a man should 
check out in the morning and in at night. 

A clever woman makes a home 


attractive the same way she makes | 


herself attractive—by subtle, feminine 
tricks. She makes artful use of the 
elements of novelty, variety. She skil- 
fully complements nature. To have a 
man home all day shatters the illusion. 
It would be no different if a woman’s 
escort for the evening, instead of waiting 
downstairs for her to appear at her 
chosen moment in her new evening 
gown, jewels and subtly shadowed eyes, 
went right up to her bedroom and sat 
around chatting to her before she’d even 
taken her curlers out. 


THE ELEMENT of novelty and sur- | 


prise is a major prop in keeping a home 


a nice place to come home to. When the | 


average husband steps in the door, he’s 
in a healthy state of anticipation about 
what he’s going to get for supper. He'll 
be disappointed occasionally, but then 


that’s what keeps life interesting. Ups | 
and downs. If he gets something made | 


of a lot of lettuce, leaves, stems and 
shoots, with a slice of orange on top, it 
may be a blow, but he’s at least had the 
fun of dreaming all day of a big thick 
steak with mashed potatoes and creamed 
cauliflower. On the other hand, he may 
have a cold premonition that tonight he 
is going to get vitamins for supper and 
then be surprised with a stew and 





dumplings, apple pie and cheese. Living | 
at home, he knows about two in the | 


afternoon what he’s going to get. In 


fact he’s probably shopped for it, along 


with anything else that looks nice. 
If your husband is ready to retire, get 
busy now and see that he gets interested 


in something that keeps him away from | 


the house. It can be a hobby or sport or | 


even some easy job. I know one man 
who was recently pensioned off from a 
position he’d held for 35 years, The 
first week he was home, he went down- 
town and got a job as a ticket-taker at a 
theatre. It’s easy work, and I doubt if 
there’s much money in it, but he goes 
downtown every morning and comes 
back every night for supper and he’s as 
happy as a lark. That man—or his wife 
had the right idea. 

All in all, a home is one of a woman’s 
most useful tricks. But she should keep 
her husband out of it if she wants to keep 
him happy. Perhaps you have a home 
with a soundproof study, a maid, a 
housekeeper and a boy to run errands, If 
I ever get one like that, I might try 
again. Until then, I want to get out 
before the family’s up, go downtown, 
and come back when the cleaning and 
the shopping are over and there’s the 
smell of a good dinner in the air. 
Everything in between, you can have. # 


SHOWER IDEAS 


Chatelaine Service Bulletin No. 402 


Price 15 Cents. 


If you're planning to entertain a bride-to-be, let Chatelainejs booklet 
of shower suggestions help make your party a happy occasion. 


Order your copy from Chatelaine Service Bulletin 
Department, 481 University Ave., Toronto, Ont. 
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Why Most Young Mothers 


Reach For It 


“Sg Children Catch Coll 


Relieves Distress As Child Sleeps! 


onight...if you could peek into homes across the country... 
Rea find that whenever children catch cold most young mothers 
now use this fine, external medication that relieves distress of colds 
curing the night while your little one sleeps! 


It’s so delightfully easy ...and so gentle! And there’s nothing 
to swallow. .. nothing to upset a child’s delicate stomach. Here’s all 
you do to give your child this grand relief from discomforts of colds, 





/Ai ¥ 


At Bedtime rub your child’s throat, chest | While child sleeps VapoRub keeps on work- 
and back with warming, comforting Vicks | ing for hours to bring relief. It penetrates 
VapoRub. Its relief-bringing action starts | deep into bronchial tubes with special 
promptly ... goes right to work to relieve | medicinal vapors. It stimulates chest and 


discomforts even as you rub it on, back surfaces like a warming poultice,’ 


It’s so very effective ... often by morning most misery of the cold is 
relieved. Remember—when a cold strikes in your family, do as so 
many millions of young mothers do... get time-tested Vicks VapoRub, 


Best Known Home Remedy You Can Use 
To Relieve Miseries of Colds 


ICKS 


VapoRus 








Why is the Nursing Shortage 
So Acute? 


Continued from page 22 


push life expectancy farther and farther 
into the rosy distance, Health msurance 
plans and expanding services in school, 
factory and community are designed to 
keep the healthy well. 

So, fewer people are ill, and more 
nurses are available yearly. Yet the 
shortage of graduate nurses has reached 
unprecedented proportions. What's the 
explanation? 

Conflicting reports put the blame on 
everything from low wages, long hours 
and overwork in the nursing profession, 
to a lazy reluctance on the part of 
Canadian girls and young women today 
to enter this vital and demanding field 
of service. It is suggested that conditions 
in training schools need to be made 
more attractive—that discipline is too 
strict, that unskilled workers could take 
on many of the chores that fall to the 
student nurse, that living quarters are 
too crowded in training schools, that 
there isn’t enough recreation. And 
there are those who suggest that the 
changing attitude of graduate nurses 
themselves is detrimental—that they 
have a tendency to regard the profession 
as one of highly trained personnel in an 
essential field, with specific rights and 
obligations—rather than as a sisterhood 
devoutly dedicated to “the noblest 
work of women.” 

All these things, where they exist, 
may be contributing factors in the 
shortage. Particularly, the well-advised 
pressure to set higher standards and 
raise the status of the profession exerted 
by the strongly organized Canadian 
Nurses Association (with a membership 
of close to 24,000). But biggest drain of 
nurses from bospital and bedside is the 
expanding service field in public bealth 
and industrial nursing today. As rapidly 
as nurses are trained, at considerable 
expense to the hospital and the Govern- 
ment, they are drawn off into the more 
lucrative and less exacting jobs offered 
by businesses and organizations, fac- 
tories, plants, offices, airplane and ship 
lines and public health services of all 
sorts. These posts offer good salaries, 
regular hours of day work only, freedom 
of movement, and frequently the more 
enjoyable work of caring for the well or 
slightly ill, rather than the very sick or 
chronically bedridden. Arthur J. 
Swanson, president, and Dr. Harvey 
Agnew, secretary, of the Canadian 
Hospital Council, have both referred to 
this tremendous problem in statements 
designed to counteract what they call 
the “inaccurate publicity” on the nurse 
shortage. Dr. Agnew pointed out that 
“Trans - Canada Air Lines uses only 
trained nurses as stewardesses,” and 
“the relatively short hours in industry 
and public health fields attract trained 
personnel.” Mr. Swanson included high 
among shortage-factors, in a recent 
statement in Canadian Hospital Maga- 
zine, “the number employed in the 
expanding health programs, and as 
industrial nurses in other capacities.” 


SHOULD ORGANIZATIONS and in- 
dustries which take graduate nurses 
away from hospitals share in the expense 
and effort of training their future staffs? 
This is @ moot question before those 
trying to solve the problem. Or should 
the graduate nurse be required to spend 
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WE TRIED THE 
SIXTY-DAY 
VITAMIN TEST.. 


“Won't cost you a cent if 
you do not feel better” 


is offer of Miles Laboratories 


@ Some people need more vitamins and you 
may be one of them, Why not find out by tak- 
ing the home test? Ask your druggist for the 
$2.50 package of ONE-A-DAY brand, Multiple 
Vitamin Capsules. Each capsule contains six 
vitamins. There are 60 capsules in the package, 
and you take one capsule each day for 60 days. 
Then check up! You should feel better and 
look better—However—if you are not convinced 
that ONE-A-DAY brand, Multiple Vitamin 
Capsules have benefited you, return the empty 
package to your druggist and he 
will refund your money in full, 
Start this home test today, 
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a certain period in the hospital ward 
before she is free to take other work? 
Ought some restrictive measure be taken 
to check the heavy flow of Canadian 
nurses to the United States where 
salaries are high and living costs keep 
pace? Both these latter suggestions 
usually go down under the argument 
that it is un-Canadian to curtail indivi- 
dual freedom. 

Second big reason for the shortage 
is the lack of accommodation in training 
schools. Hold-up of postwar building 
has caused many of the larger and 
better known hospital schools to refuse 
applications in considerable numbers. 
Health Minister Russell Kelley of 
Ontario, in a hectic search for 2,900 
graduate nurses for his province's 
hospitals, is talking about the possibili- 
tices of opening (or reopening in some 
cases) training schools in smaller hospi- 
tals. Since many leading authorities 
on training consider the hospital of less 
than 100 beds lacking in facilities for 
today’s many techniques and phases of 
nursing, this idea is meeting with a 
mixed reception. 

It is important to point out here that 
the Canadian girl is more keenly inter- 
ested in nursing as a profession than in 
any other. Chatelaine’s own findings 
through our On-The-Job Department 
are borne out by a survey made recently 
among 600 career-planning girls in rural 
and urban Canada across the country. 
Nursing stood far in advance of its 
competitors—arts, and other 
university courses, teaching and _ busi- 
ness. This indication of high interest is 
corroborated by the all-time peak classes 
now in training in Canadian hospital 
schools and university courses, 


closest 


Another important key to the nurs« 
shortage is the fact that although Cana- 
dians are healthier than they used to be, 
they are determined to stay that way. 
Men and women out of the army have 
learned the importance of early atten- 
tion to medical needs. Such health 
insurance plans as the Blue Cross send 
many more people to hospitals (often for 
treatment they would have neglected 
15 or 20 years ago). Six per cent more 
Canadians went to hospitals in 1944 
than in the year previous, and the next 
year bed occupancy showed an even 
greater increase. In Ontario alone there 
has been an increase of 65% in the num- 
ber of hospita!patientsin thelast 13 years, 
with a present high rate of 75% of all 
live births, and 37% of all deaths occur- 
ring in the hospital. 

Rising standards in training methods, 
and shorter hours on duty for student 
nurses, with more time for classroom and 
other technical training, has been a 
further cause of the shortage. The cor- 
rection of the very defects in the hospital 
school training system which have long 
rankled with the public (too long hours, 
too much time In domestic chores, too 
much cleaning-up work) has meant that 
besides untrained 
requires more graduate nurses to take 
up the slack. Wherever the eight-hour 
shift has been introduced—and it is the 
growing practice across the country—or 
holidays have been lengthened to the 
approved three or four weeks, hospitals 
have been forced to engage more gradu- 
ate nurses. 

“Wastage through marriage” is how 
official reports list the big losses to the 
profession through the high rating of 
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more workers, it 


* 










Chatelaine, November, 1947 — 49 


the matrimonial market. 
During the emergency war census of 
1943 it was disdovered that almost 50% 
of Canada’s 52,483 registered nurses 
were no longer practicing their profes- 
sion because of marriage. 


nurses in 


Hospital 
authorities are endeavoring to work out 
some plan of four-hour shifts to attract 
marricd women who can return to their 
profession on a part-time basis, But 
there remain many problems in a 
hospital where care must be available to 
every patient for 24 hours of every day. 

A more disturbing “wastage” is the 
loss of students each year through either 
voluntary or required withdrawal, 
usually during the six months proba- 
tionary period, Figures for 1944 show 
that 1,200 prospective nurses left train- 
ing in this way during that year. Most 
frequent reasons given by those who 
dropped out of their own accord were; 
overcrowded, understaffed wards, long 
working day, “too young” for duties 
imposed, too many “domestic” chores. 
First-class training schools now intro- 
duce the probationer to her new life 
through a considerable period of class- LSSUES 
room work, bringing her into contact i | 
with the practical, or bedside phases of | aa?) TISSUES! 
nursing slowly and carefully. And the _ 
great reform of the last 10 or 15 years- Sy MRR: LEE. 
still _—— the lessening Of} +Ktggnex tissues ore ideal as handkerchiels and for removing cold cream,” says lovely Joan Greenwood, 

domestic” duties for the student nurse, | “because they're so soft, kind, and gentle to the most delicate skin. y far the handiest tissue, 


with more time for classroom work and * ; 
»ractice in nursing techniques. Shortage 
ois oat «| Always Use Kleenex’ Because It’s 
® 4 
Softer, Stronger—More Convenient’ 


of labor has made this reform slower | 
than most hospital schools would wish. 

Joan Greenwood stars in The October Man’ 
a J. Arthur Rank Production. 


One superintendent offers the suggestion 

that because nurses so often talk about | 

“scrubbing up” for operating room 

work, many people get the impression 

that they are required to scrub floors, 

This practice, which may have existed | STRONGER [9 4 
some years ago, IS extinct, . 

Wider use of vocational guidance in 
high schools and more opportunity for 
girls to visit hospitals and training 
schools would forestall many failures 
before they have a chance to begin. 

Today the best brains of the nursing 
profession are at work on the problem 
of providing Canada with adequate care 
for her sick, and patrol of her national 
health. Most important project at 
present is the independent training 
school being established by the Canadian 
Nurses Association as an experiment, 
through a grant from the Canadian Red 
Cross. The school, which it is hoped 
may pioneer in a new phase of nurse 
training, would be supported and 
organized like any other of the essential 
educational institutions of the Dominion 
(rather than largely by the hospital, 
which must in return “collect” service 
from its students to help pay for their 
training). It would divorce the training 
school from hospital control, but would 
affiliate for all essential training. 

Closer co-operation among hospitals, 
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Kleenex tissues are made from Cellucotton absor- 
bent wadding—the downy soft substance that’s 
actually 5 times more absorbent than cotton . . . 
so kind to tender noses and the most delicate skins. 


WHITER | 


Each single ply of Kieenex tissue is heavier 
and stronger than ordinary tissues. Each 
application or pull is double ply, giving 
you extra strength and extra absorbency. 





private nurses and visiting services 
throughout the country is advocated in 
a clear-cut and fact-jammed 47-page 
report recently prepared by the Cana- 
dian Nurses Association, at the request 
of the Department of National Health 
and Welfare. A more generally accepted 
standard of training in all the provinces 
is also advocated. The Association is 
setting up a permanent statistical 
department, with the hope of closer 
co-ordination of nursing needs through- 
out the country, and training courses 
designed to meet them, 
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rocessed to pure white in a new 
vanadian mill; comes to you 


Kleenex is now 
ultra-modern 
absolutely fresh in patented, sealed ors to 


Kleenex great production has resulted in 
savings passed on to you ... so that today, 
superior two-ply Kleenex tissues cost only 
44 the price you paid a few years ago. 
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you pull one and up pops the next ready for use. 
Keep all three sizes on hand to meet each of your 
individual requirements. 
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Is your hair too oily ... or 
too dry, wispy, fly-away 
looking? Problem hair can be 
a pleasure when you use Ogilvie 

‘y Sisters’ Specialized Preparations, 
/ After your next shampoo . . . with 
Ogilvie Sisters’ finest Liquid Castile, 
treat your hair to a delightful Highlights 
Hairinse, then—a perfect wave: 
deep, soft, lustrous . . . and— 
thanks to Ogilvie Sisters’ thick 

Wave-Set Lotion . . . lasting! 

Ogilvie Sisters’ Hair Preparations 
are available at better department 


and drug stores everywhere! 
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BORN THE SAME YEAR... BUT ONE LOOKS 


MIDDLE-AGED ar 28! 


Don’t let needless aging 
spoil your looks! 


Tiny dry-skin lines, muddiness and 
fading color can add years—even to 
a young girl’s looks! Yet it’s so sim- 
ple to “do something” about those 
signs of needless aging. 
Thousands of women already 
know the secret of looking young. 
Take a hint from them... start coax- 
ing your skin back to youthful fresh- 
ness and radiance with 
Noxzema Cold Cream. 
Because it contains spe- 


NOXZEMA 


— 


cial ingredients found in no other 
cold cream, it can benefit your skin 
three ways. Noxzema Cold Cream 
soothes and smooths away dryness, 
roughness. It deep-cleanses— helps 
get rid of that muddy look. It stimu- 
lates—seems to rouse tired tissues, 
give skin a glow! 

Massage Noxzema Cold Cream 
into your skin faithfully for just ten 
days. Then see if your complexion 
doesn’t look fresher, lovelier — and 
so much younger! At all drug and 
: department stores ... 
2D 17¢, 29¢, 55¢. Get a jar 

of Noxzema today. 


cold cream 








Exercises After Forty 


HE BEST way to keep a graceful figure when you've reached middle 
life is to make exercises a daily routine. Diet alone may keep you 
thin—but with a starved stringy look rather than healthy slimness. 
With our modern conveniences—bless ’em!—electric washing ma- 
chines rather than old-time scrub boards; vacuum cleaners in place of 
brooms; automobiles instead of pedal extremities for transportation, the 
most arduous exercise some of us get is walking up and down stairs, Young 
people can keep in trim by playing games, but doctors frown on too 
vigorous competitive forms of sport for older folk. “Time to slow down,” 
they say, “when you’re nudging 45.” But simple, sensible exercises are 
another matter entirely, and it’s worth while setting aside five minutes 
night and morning for P.T, taken at your own pace and in the privacy of 


your own room. 


For bosom and upper arms 


Sit cross-legged on the floor with 
your back held ramrod straight. Grasp 
forearms, just below the elbows (as 
shown in sketch) and, holding arms at 
chin level, push each hand toward the 
opposite elbow with a sharp jerking 
push again. Pre- 
tend you’re trying on a long pair of kid 
gloves which are a mite too tight, 


movement. Release 


Still sitting cross- 
legged on the floor, 
stretch your arms out 
straight from the 
shoulder, palms fac- 
ing down. Keep el- 
bows stiff and begin 
making small circles right 
from your shoulders. In- 
crease the circumferencé 
of these circles each time 
round, Alternate the 
direction—first 10 rounds 
circle arms toward the 
front, next 10 toward the 
back: in other 
clockwise and anticlock- 


wise, 


words, 


Bend arms at the elbows and 
place your fingertips lightly on 
each shoulder. Circle your elbows, 
first toward the front, then down 
and around to the back, con- 
tinuing the circle as far back as 
possible so that you feel a tight 
squeeze between your shoulder 
blades. Keep this up while you 
count slowly to 100, 

With these arm-circling exer- 
cises, turn on a radio or gramo- 
phone if you really want to swing 
it in rhythm. In fact, a good 
lilting tune makes all exercises 
seem more fun—the same as 
dancing with or without music, 


Hip and thigh slimming 


eer fw 


Lie on your back, arms at sides. Raise and lower your hips, 
hitting the floor with a good sound spank each time—not hard 
enough so you have to eat your meals standing up, but brisk enough 
to help break down the fatty tissue on your fanny. After beating 
the floor 25 times, give yourself a breather, relax and then do another 
25 spanks, 
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Health and Beauty Editor 
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Here’s another fanny- 
firming stunt. Sit on the 
floor, legs stretched out 
arms at shoulder level. Lift 
your right leg and hip off 
the floor and push forward 
so your right side is in 
advance of your left side. 
Do the same with left leg 
and hip—you will progress 
snake - fashion down the 
length of the room. 


Have a trimmer waistline 


aan eA Me 





Kneel as shown, resting your weight on elbows.and knees. Arch 
your back like an angry cat and, at the same time tighten and draw 
up your abdomen. H-o-l-d! for the count of 10. Relax and do it 
all over again. Repeat 25 times, pulling hard each time on those 
tummy muscles. While you do this, keep your feet together and 
your lower legs flat along the floor. 





Pay a visit to your bookshelves and bring back a good-sized tome. 
Then lie on your back with knees bent and feet flat on the floor. 


Balance the book on your tummy. 
slowly push the book upward- 


Keep your hips on the floor and 
then slowly lower. Keep it up for 


the count of 50 the first few days, then as muscles become stronger 


work up to a count of 200, 





Still lying on your back with arms stretched overhead and legs 
straight down, slowly raise your arms, head, shoulders and legs 
‘all together. (You'll feel and look like a rocking-horse.) The more 
slowly you do this exercise, the greater will be the pull on your waist 
muscles, and the more benefit you'll get out of it. Start off with 


repeating 10 times—then increase to 20. 





So often, investments which promised a fair income when 
you made them, pay less and less as time goes by. Life 
insurance stands out as the one savings and investment 
plan by which you can assure yourself, or your family 
shouid you die, a guaranteed future income. 


For seventy-seven years the Mutual Life of Canada has 
been providing Canadian families with “safeguarded” 
incomes through low-cost life insurance. 


Skilled in family finance . 
insurance to the varied needs of people of all ages and 
in all walks of life . . 
can help you work out a sound insurance program which 
will result in maximum protection and benefits for you 


. trained in adapting life 


. your Mutual Life representative 


and your family. 
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ike writing papers: mirror 
of your handwriting — the 


So You Want to be a Nurse 


Continued from page 23 


Montreal. They will give you a list 
of training schools and any other in- 
formation about nursing in your prov- 
ince that you require. Incidentally, 
their little yellow booklet, “What You 
Want to Know about Nursing,” is the 
best thing you can read on the pro- 
fession. And by the way, don’t get ideas 
or impressions from reading about nurs- 
ing in the United States or other 
countries. The system of training and 
graduate work is quite different in 


Canada. 
ONCE YOU HAVE a training school 


chosen, in your mind, try to visit it 
and go through it. Any good school 
will be happy to have you see its 
accommodation and residences, and to 
give you any further information you 
want. Visit several, if you have an 
opportunity. The Canadian Nurses 
Association believe you get a wider field 
of training in schools attached to hos- 


Wear if pridefully... 


There’s a tang of Scottish Mountain air 
in Harris Tweed that fills the expatriate 


Scot with nostalgia. Its tones and hues 


pitals of 100 beds or more. Be sure 
there’s a course in child nursing, tuber- 
culosis nursing and psychiatric care. A 
good school will offer these or have 
affiliations with hospitals that do. 

You should have an eight-hour shift 
(or know that the school believes in it, 
although it may be necessary to work 
longer through holiday months or in 
difficult seasons) and that you will share 
a room with not more than one othe: 
girl. Again, owing to the present critical 
situation, hospitals are forced to crowd 
students into larger dormitories in som 
cases. But a training school’s plan and 
future prospect should be for the single 
or double occupancy room. 

Check carefully on the health regu- 
lations for nurses. Good schools now 
have one staff member whose time is 
largely devoted to keeping track of 
student health and morale That will 
include, as it does in such average-size 
hospitals as St. Catharines, inoculation 
for typhoid, the Schick test for diph- 
theria, vaccination, the Wasserman 
blood test, chest X-rays for tubercu- 
losis (repeated every six months), the 
Dick test for scarlet fever (and toxin 
ifnecessary), throat cultures about every 
three months, monthly weight records, 
and aclose check ondiet. Yes—all this 
is for the student nurse, not the patient! 
Many hospitals plan, when it is possible, 
to have chest X-rays for all incoming 
patients, as a further protection to 
nurses, This may be in effect by the 
time you’ve graduated! 

So greatly has the health of student 
nurses improved since these checks have 
been in operation, that insurance records 
now show nurses compare very favor- 
ably with other professional workers in 
good health. And, by the way, nurses 
are less liable to mental disorders, and 
to contracting contagious diseases than 
women in other fields. They learn to 
protect themselves as well as_ their 
patients so thoroughly that they are able 
to maintain their own health—and that 
of their families, when they marry. All 
your health examinations will be pref- 
aced by a medical certificate when you 
enter the hospital. 


reflect the mists, the heather and the 
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skies of the Outer Hebrides. In these 


gale-swept isles the Crofters weave 
the inimitable Harris Tweed on hand 
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Available at Department, 


a a 


now available for Canadian homes. The same high 
quality as those which weathered the war in England’s 
finest homes—and still look like new ! 


In 10 lovely, delicate Pastel Shades. Soft, fleecy, 
warm and light. Generous EXTRA length. Backed by 
2 unique 5-Ways, 5-Years Guarantee. Every blanket 
“‘ Cellophane” wrapped, dust-free and untouched. 


See them at your leading Store. Feel their lovely 
exture. A Blanket every woman is proud to own! 
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UARANTEED 5-WAYS 5-YEARS 
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OF COURSE, nursing is hard work. A 
school of nursing is no place for slackers. 
But it’s a satisfying life, a good pro- 
fession—and an almost sure road to 
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marriage. Just why the marriage rate 
is higher among nurses than most pro- 
fessions is hard to say. But the old rule 
about not going out with internes (after 
hourse, of course) is obsolete. And 
remember your days are spent with 
doctors, and patients of every type, 
whose visitors are legion! 

Recreation is getting more attention 
in training schools. Today more ad- 
vanced schools have gymnasiums with 
basketball and outdoor tennis; large and 
pleasant sitting and reception rooms 
with ping-pong, radios and gramophones 
where dances and parties may be held 
on occasion, and even, in some of the 
biggest centres, swimming pools, skating 
rinks and roofs for sun-bathing! Already 
some schools, too, engage recreational 
directors to lead in exercises and teach 
dancing, arrange talks on beauty, 
fashion, current events and so on. All 
these things are designed to bring the 
nurse out of her close-knit association 
with the hospital and the sickroom, and 
into closer touch with life in the com- 
munity and beyond. And holidays, in 
the majority of training schools, last for 
three weeks, 

“The good nurse does not become 
coarse and unfeeling,” says a nurses’ 
pamphlet. “She does not become un- 
mindful of or indifferent to her patient’s 
pain, but she does not waste her sym- 
pathies in morbid thinking. She does 
what she can; then, with the satisfaction 
of knowing that she has done an im- 
portant job well, she devotes her leisure 
hours to other thoughts so that she will 
be ready in mind as well as body for the 
next day’s work.” 

Some of those other thoughts may 
have to do with concerts, plays, art 
galleries, etc.—often for free. Theatre 
manay’ers, press agents and others in 
control of entertainment privileges like 
to remember the nurses when there are 
scats to spare. 

Earliest age of entrance to nursing 
schools varies from 17 in one Nova 
Scotia hospital (St. Martha’s, Antigon- 
ish) to 19 in some Alberta and Ontario 
and all British Columbia hospitals. The 
average, especially for smaller schools, 
is 18. If you’re too young to train, you 
still have a grand opportunity to visit 
hospital training schools wherever you 
are, take on a job as Nurses’ Aide in 
a nearby hospital in spare time after 
school, work in a doctor’s office, help 
with small children and with old people 
and invalids, and visit convalescent 
friends. There are also creches, clinics, 
day nurseries and voluntary Red Cross 
jobs you can get, to gauge your poten- 





tialities. Talk as much as you can with 
any nurses you can find in public health 
and industrial nursing, in the Victorian 
Order, or in special fields such as psy- 
chiatric work. 

On the whole, students do better in 
training schools away from home than 
close to the family doorstep. They 
become more integrated and study 
harder, once over any homesickness. 


IF YOU are fortunate enough to be 
going to college, and would like to study 
nursing, there are 12 Canadian uni- 
versities with degree courses in nursing. 
It will take five years (six if you have 
only junior matriculation) and there’s 
a special four-year basic course at the 
University of Toronto. You pay fees 
and living expenses as you would in any 
other university course, and get your 
practical experience in affiliated hos- 
pitals, These courses will set you on 
the way to top positions in teaching, 
administration, and other executive and 
special fields. Some universities have 
special short courses, too, for graduate 
nurses who wish Public Health or other 
special training. 

How much money will you make when 
you graduate? Depends on what you 
do. As a graduate staff nurse in a 
hospital you will earn $50 to $125 or 
more a month plus maintenance. Any 
business or professional worker who 
buys food and pays rent will tell you 
how much that means today! 

From there you can go to $225 a 
month and beyond for administrative 
work and as superintendent. Private 
duty nurses average $5 and $6 a day, 
with meals and other services supplied. 
Airline hostesses make around $125 to 
$150 plus certain expenses. In industrial 
or public health nursing the salaries are 
similar. 

Opportunities for the future? With 
the field of health care expanding yearly 
in this country, your chances are prac- 
tically limitless. Hospitals cry for 
nurses. Clinics, public health services, 
sanitaria are all badly understaffed. The 
teaching nurse for training schools is in 
urgent demand. You can specialize in 
administration, convalescent care, chil- 
dren, communicable diseases, maternity 
work, veteran hospital nursing, mis- 
sionary work, operating room technique, 
and a dozen others. 

And it’s all just beginning. Conditions 
of training are improving, the modern 
nursing profession in which Canada has 
led the world is continuing to go 


forward in the new vision of a disease- 
free nation and earth. 


Cartoon by 
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There's never any doubt about it when 
you make coffee the sure Silex way... 
Morning pick-up or leisurely after- 
dinner cup, it’s always clear, comforting 
coffee-as-it-should-be. 

Make your coffee an amber benedic- 
tion to every meal—brew it with the 


one-and-only Silex. 
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The original glass coffee maker 





There's only one 
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CUP SIZE 


¢ BREATHE 
deeply, freely! 
Lastex back panels 
afford absolute freedom of 


motion... Three cup depths |. 
“a” CUP SIZE 


in every size mold natural 
contours comfortably . .. 
The Sta-DOWN-BAND hugs the 
midriff, gently keeping the bra 


snugly in place. Remember the “8” cup Size 


name, A’Lure, the s-t-r-e-t-c-h-a-b-l-e Bra. 
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Test shows how fast 
Aspirin disintegrates 
in your stomach! 


And as this glass-of-water 
test proves, within two 
seconds after you take 

Aspirin, it starts to go to work, 
to bring 


AST PAIN RELIEF 


Thanks to three steps taken in manufacture... instead of only one... 
ASPIRIN és fast. And the fact that it starts to go to work within 
two seconds, to bring quick relief from ordinary headache, neuritic 
or neuralgic pain, #s important. 

But also important is the fact that ASPIRIN is a single active 
ingredient that is so gentle to the system it has been used ... year 
in and year out... by millions of normal 
people—without ill effect! So use ASPIRIN 
—with confidence! 
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Within two seconds after starting, racing 
skaters speed along the icy course at 
upwards of 1600 feet per minute! 
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that,” she assured him. “This accident 
seems to have given me a new sense of 
values. All I know now is that it’s 
wonderful to be alive. And you needn’t 
worry about my wanting to stay that 
way. I’d just like to enjoy this peace of 
mind for a while.” 

He didn’t urge her. 

“T won't notify anyone, then. You'll 
have a little letdown, later on. You've 
got some discomfort to go through yet.” 

“You said there were internal in- 
juries. Please tell me the truth. Were 
they the kind to keep me from having 
children?” 

He shook his head, stood up, swung 
the chair back. 

“Tt was a close call. If it hadn’t been 
for that suitcase you were carrying, It 
would have been too bad. The cab 
bumper tore right through it. You'll be 
all right. To prove it, I’m going to 
promise you the fanciest rattle I can find 
for your first baby.” He smiled, showing 
very white teeth. 

“Thanks. There are a few prelimin- 
aries—I’I] have to find a husband first.” 

He looked at her and said, “That 
shouldn’t be too hard.” 

She lay in a warm glow after he left. 
He was nice—very nice. 

“I’m a new 
dreamily. 


1 
woman,” she thought 


Forty-eight hours ago she would have 
been entirely different. She would have 
insisted on a good, sound, detailed dis- 
cussion of her injuries—so the doctor 
would know she was right up on his 
mental level. 

At dusk, they brought her supper 
tray, and she ate lightly. She dozed 
afterward peacefully, and when she 
awoke the lights were on in the hospital 
corridor, 

Footsteps in increasing numbers went 
down the hall. There was laughter, the 
rattling of paper bags, talk. People 
glanced curiously into her room as they 
always do in a hospital. Some smiled, 
and she smiled back. 

Then, at some point, the happiness be- 
gan to slip from her. The drowsy insula- 
tion thinned away. 

She didn’t feel like a new woman any 
more, with a future beckoning. She was 
a lonely woman, tied to this bed, with 
discomfort mounting steadily as the 
drugs wore off, 

The minutes dragged on. 

She could pick up the phone beside 
her bed, call some familiar number—not 
She could talk to 
somebody—anybody. Yet at the mo- 
ment she couldn’t think of a soul close 


Warren’s, of course. 


enough, 

The loneliness had become unbear- 
able, frightening. It was symbolic that 
out of all the people on this surgical 
floor, every other woman had visitors 
husband or sweetheart or friend—while 
she had none. 

She tried to scoff it away. It was 
coincidence. As soon as the story got 
if she let it get around—sh« 


could have a roomful of people. 


around 


She tried to whip up a saving anger. 
It served her right, she thought. Once 
she would have been sorry for these 
other women with their ordinary hus- 
bands, their ordinary lives. Sorry—but 
smug. She had Warren. Always, wher- 
ever you were, you knew that your 
husband would outshine the rest. You 


knew that in combination you two could 
make any other marriage look dull. 

Nothing but the best for Crystal. So 
now it was nothing. 


THE NIGHT nurse came in with her 
quick birdlike step. 

“Mrs. Thor, your husband is in the 
waiting room. May he see you now?” 
There was open curiosity in her face. 

There was more than that in Crystal’s. 
She knew if it were Warren, he would 
simply have come right in. She knew, 
too, from long experience, that if it were 
Warren, the nurse would not have looked 
at her with curiosity but with envy. 

“T haven’t got a husband,” she said 
with a faint smile. “‘But send in the 
substitute.” 

Still, the minute the nurse had gone 
Crystal grabbed for the compact and 
lipstick on the night table. With a 
sinking feeling she saw that her hands 
She was coming out of 

She wasn’t to get off 


were shaking. 
the ether then. 
easy, after all. 

She looked to the doorway. In it 
appeared a familiar long, thin, hard 
outline, 

Tex—in a very fresh white shirt, a 
neatly tied tie, thick black hair savagely 
raked down to a wet cap on his head— 
and how could these kids go around on 
cold spring nights with their heads 
sopping without getting pneumonia? 

He stood there a moment, looking at 
her questioningly, wary of his welcome. 
She wondered what on earth had made 
the nurse think even for one moment 
that this rangy kid in his zippered jacket 
could possibly be her husband. 

“Hello, Tex She was 
cheerful, impersonal. “It’s nice to see 


> ” 
come on in. 


you. 

He came in, bending his head slightly, 
out of habit, although the hospital 
doorway was well clear of his head. He 
stood leaning on the table at the foot 
of her bed. 

“How are you?” he said. 

“Fine. But how did you know?” 

“T get around,” 

“Tell me.” 

“Not now. Some other time.” He 
“If you've got anyone else 
coming, I'll clear out.” 

“No one else is coming—if you mean 
Warren.” 

“Don’t you want him to know?” 

She shook her head. “It seems you 
were right after all—I should have left 
sooner. And not in such a hurry.” 

“Was that how you got clipped— 
hurrying?” 


paused. 


I didn’t see 
She heard his 
“But it’s not 
bad. I’ll have to stay here quite a while 
because I live alone and I don’t want to 


“T ran out after a cab 
the other one coming.” 
breath draw in a little. 


have to hire a nurse when I get back.” 

“Ts there anything you want me to get 
out of the flat?” 

She held back a smile. The flat.’ No 
one else in this world would have called 
that subtly toned suite of rooms a flat. 
And yet, it was that. It wasn’t a home, 
certainly. 

“Well—” She hesitated. She was 
remembering Warren’s letter. Had she 
left it open there on the desk or not? 
And what did it matter anyway? There 
was no need to keep up any front with 
Tex. 

“There was a letter of Warren’s—I 
think it’s on the desk. I’d rather it 
didn’t just lie around there.” 

“Aren’t you afraid I'll read it?” 
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AND YOULL FIND WELL-GROOMED 
WOMEN PREFER WELGROOM COMBS 


Women who insist on hair 
that’s always neat call “Wel- 
groom” Combs “first aid to 
hair care.” Durable, long-last- 
ing, “‘Welgroom” Combs have 
accurately-spaced, long teeth 
for smooth combing, easy clean- 
ing. Rounded teeth prevent 
scalp injury. 

Get several ‘‘'Welgroom” 
Combs at your drug, 5 & 10c 
Store, or Notions Counter today. 
Handle and Dressing Combs for 
your home—Curl Combs for 
arranging your hair-do, Bobby 
Combs for your purse. Spark- 
ling plastic, crystal-clear colors, 


Made in Canada by the Makers of “Goody” Cur- 
lers, Wave Clips, Grip-Fast Combs and core, 
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“It really doesn’t matter. It’s just a 
note telling me he’s to be married-— 
fairly soon,” 

“Uh-huh.” He appeared to be no 
longer interested. His head was turned 
away, and he was tugging at a small 
book in the big pocket of his jacket. 
He put the book on her bed table. It 
was a paper-back cartoon collection. 
Thurber. 

“| just happened to have it,” he said. 
“It will give you a few laughs.” 

“Tex—thanks. Oh, not another 
one—” 

“Short stories. De luxe edition—sold 
to the highest bidder at the Students’ 
Exchange.” 

““Tex—you shouldn’t. On a veteran’s 
allowance—everything counts. But 
thanks, anyway.” 

The subject of Warren was tacitly 
dropped. 

“Sit down, why don’t you?” she 
added, after a moment. 

He didn’t take the chair beside her 
bed, but the one farther off, the low easy 
chair under the standing lamp beside 
the window. Once in it, he looked, from 
her angle, all knees, feet and head. 

“You know,” she said, “you have me 
at a rotten disadvantage.” 

His brows went up. “How am I to 
take that?” He looked as if he might 
leave the chair. | 

““You’re hopeless.” But she had to | 
laugh, and she saw him smile—or start | 
to. He always started that way. The 
corners of his mouth quivered, straight- | 
ened—then the smile broke out if his | 
guard was down—otherwise, it was 


two years I’ve known you.” 
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Who's se levely? Toronto deb Rosemary Clarke, in her bridal finery of candle- 


light satin and heirloom pointe rose lace—a Woodbury-beauty bride! 
Who's so proud? The happy-happy bridegroom, Charles Rathgeb, Jr., who’s 


captured this Woodbury-loveliness for his own . . . for evermore! 


killed. It broke out now, tilting up his 
eyes at the corners. 
“T mean,” she explained, “my affairs * ° 
are an open book to you. But you never 
admit to a thing yourself—emotionally. 
You’ve never mentioned a girl in the 


ANOTHER WOODBURY DEB! 


“Three years,” he corrected —*count- 
ing Italy in 44. And since you were a 
nurse there, you know there were girls.” 

“TI don’t mean that way. I mean the 
girl—someone you really cared about.” 

He got down a little farther on his 
spine and surveyed her. 

“IT had a girl once,” he said. “My 
true love. I met her on a 48-hour leave, 
and I saw her every time I got a pass. 
The farther away | got, after I went 
overseas, the better she seemed. | 
thought that was it.” 

She nodded sympathetically. “‘Was 
she pretty?” 

“What do you think?” 

“T’d guess”— she paused, conjured up 
the pin-ups—“she was blond and very 
very pretty, with a lovely figure.” 

“You know what I go for, don’t 
you?” he said admiringly. 

She shrugged, smiling a little. He was 
such a kid. 

“You looked her up when you got 
back?” 

His mouth drew down. “An officer 
had got to her. Then he took off—left 
her cold. It soured her. She’d been 
nice to the Wing Commander.” 

“You mean she fell in love with him 
after you’d gone?” 

“Well—love. I don’t know what that 
is. She fell for the air force glamour.” | 
One long hand climbed the air in a 


lB 
curve. “Into the wild blue yonder. | | 


was in the Infantry.” 

“That’s too bad,” she said gently. 
“But you had several nice decorations, 
as 1 remember. Wasn’t that enough 
glamour for her?” 


“Soft skin?” asks Rosemary. “That’s easy— 
with Woodbury Facial Cocktails! Massage 
on the lather...so mild, skin feels smo-o-oth. 
Rinse... and all’s lovely!” Verree lovely! 


“Just us”... Another Woodbury deb with skin 
so-o kissable! Keeping it that way, Rosemary? 
“Deedy, yes...with my Woodbury!” she prom- 
ises. Be romance-wise, girls—get Woodbury. 





Swing high ...to a happy future! Charles 
met Rosemary at Murray Bay. See here... 
the sparkle ’n’ glow skin that attracted him. 
“That's Woodbury-sparkle!” says Rosemary. 





Debs adore this true beauty soap...made 
with beauty-cream ingredient! Made by skin 
scientists for one purpose...to help skin 
look softer, clearer! Try it... yeu'll see! 
(Made in Canada) 
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AUTOMATIC 


TOASTER 


Do you like your toast to‘ ‘Pop up” when it’s done—or do you like it kept warm 
inside the toaster ‘til you’re ready to butter and serve it? 

Whichever type of operation you want, you get it in the Sunbeam by simply 
setting a button. Gives you toast how you like it—when you like it—automatically. 
Set it for any shade you want. No burning. No worry. Sunbeam Double Thermo- 
static Control gives you perfect toast—every time, whether first slice or last. 

Insist on having Sunbeam 
and be assured of the same 
wonderful satisfaction in an 
automatic toaster that over 
three million women are get- 
ting in their Sunbeam Mix- 
masters. See your dealer— 
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supply limited. ° EVEN, UNIFORM SET THIS BUT- HINGED CRUMB 
TOAST.Every slice TONforany shade TRAY for quick, 
alike—first or last. toact you prefer. easy cleaning. 







SUNBEAM CORPORATION (CANADA) LIMITED 
321 Weston Road S., Toronto 9 
Over Half a Century Making Quality Products 
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I lit out of 





I didn’t wait to find out. 
there.” 

“Didn’t she care for you any more? 
Maybe you might have given her 
another chance.” 

He looked at her with black inscrut- 
able eyes. “She wouldn’t give me what | 
wanted any more.” 

Her sympathetic look faltered, These 
kids didn’t mince words. 

He was getting to his feet. 

“Incidentally,” he informed her, “she 
worked in the library and used to let me 
take out twice as many books as the 
card said. Ones that weren’t supposed 
to go out, either.” Regretfully, he 
added, “She couldn’t have been a day 
over 50.” 

“You—dog!” she gasped, and burst 
out laughing. 

He came over to the bed. “I'll need 
the key, to get your letter.” 

“Oh—yes. Hand me my bag, will 
you?” She chased around through 
compact and lipstick, comb and cigar 
cttes to come up finally with it. 

“Your cleaner-upper comes Thurs- 
day,” he reminded her. “*‘Want me to 
have her put some things in a bag for 
you?” 

“Thanks—that will be fine. Tell her 
I’ll need nightgowns, mostly—that blue 
robe—a toothbrush—” She stopped. 
“Never mind, I'll call her myself on the 
phone.” 

“What's the matter?” 

She looked up at him and laughed 
again, under her breath. “I don’t 
know. It’s funny—domestic, almost.” 

“*Maybe you’d rather call up one of 
your friends.” 

“No. I’m not ready to see them yet. 
If anyone calls the apartment, tell them 
I’m just—away.” 

He thrust the key deep in his pocket 
“You'd better get some rest, now. Take 
care of everything. So long.” 

After he had gone, she took up the 
cartoon book, snapped on the reading 
light above her head, and started to look 
at the book, holding it above her face. 

She began to laugh inwardly, sile rib 
at the cartoons—Thurber’s shapeless 


dark-browed women in their relentless | 


pursuit of the frightened but resigned 
Thurber men. 

It shook up her perspec ctive. 

When the light was off, and she was 


drifting to sleep on a sedative, she was | 


still smiling to herself over them. Oddly 
she seemed to see Tex smiling, too 


|& 


} 
| 





weather lines radiating from the laugh- | 


slanted eyes. 
“Maybe,” she thought hazily, “th 
boy knows more psychology than I do,” 


HER ISOLATION in the hospital 
didn’t last many day s. Too many of the 
doctors and nurses knew of Warren. At 
the university neighborhood too much 


ment phone went unanswered day and 
night. 

The first warning came in the form of 
a huge box of white roses from Warren 
*‘Crys—for heaven’s sake why didn’t 
you tell me? I’m sick about this. When 
can I see you?” 
She didn’t answer the note. Sh« 





wasn’t sure she was ready for that yet. 
lo look up one night and see Warren 
there in the doorway—or worse, Warren 
| and Patricia. 

Marda’s flowers were her choicest, 


| from her own greenhouse—jonquils and 


violets: The note with them made 
Crystal smils, rather gently, 





curiosity was aroused when her apart- | 
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At last, the perfection 
panty! Feather-fashioned 
and lovely as lingerie can 
be. Yet a unique crotch 
with four-way bias stretch 
to give maximum freedom 
and comfort. Eliminates 
all binding and bunching. 
Wears and wears and 
wears! Ask for a Lennard’s 
Encore garment next time 


. and ever after! 
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“My Dear—It takes something like 
this to shake us out of our stupid- 
ities. I will-be a very happy woman 
when I hear from you. 


Marda Burk.” 


She hadn’t seen Marda since the 
divorce. It didn’t matter that Warren 
had been the instigator. In Marda’s 
eyes Crystal was to blame for letting 
him have the divorce. When Marda’s 
own imperious efforts to reconcile them 
had failed, she had been hurt, resentful, 
then sulky. Crystal had been pointedly 
omitted from Marda’s more select 
affairs—and had, just as pointedly, 
stayed away from all the others. 

Crystal marvelled, now, looking back, 
on how important it had all seemed. She 
had felt the way a school child feels 
when teacher puts her in the cloakroom 
for disobedience. 

She could picture Marda doing a 
rightabout face, after the accident—and 
no doubt bawling out her following for 
not keeping in touch with Crystal. 
Warren, of course, had never been fully 
excommunicated. He was a bad boy, 
but irresistibly Marda’s favorite. 

Crystal wrote her without rancor. 
“The flowers are lovely. Come to see 
me Sunday afternoon if you’re not too 
busy.” 

As soon as she wrote the note to 
Marda, she wrote another one inviting 
the soft-spoken Ruth Laird for the same 
day. Marda, alone, might be a little 
overwhelming. 

After that the gifts flooded in, and 
the phone beside her bed* sounded its 
soft buzz-buzz throughout the day. Her 
world was calling her back. 

She had been on an island, here—the 
peaceful and_ gossip-filled island of 
hospital routine, with its long hours of 
reading, dozing, day-dreaming. 

Long hours of Tex, too. Nightly, and 
sometimes in the afternoons he had 
come. Tex suited her hospital never- 
never land, because he was a presence 
without past or future. He was no 
problem in her life, and she was always 
glad to see him. 

At first she tried to get him interested 
in the pretty nurses who drifted in and 
out of her room. 

They eyed him with curiosity, and 
usually without much interest. He was 
obviously not standard husband ma- 
terial. Nor had he the kind of looks to 
warm a first glance. 

Then, perhaps at the second or third 
glance, when he sat under the lamp, 
with the light rippling off that danger- 
ously blue-black hair, they would pause, 
subtly attracted. If, as he rarely did, 
he turned his black impersonal stare on 
them, there would be a lightning specu- 
lation in blue eyes or brown. A sensing 
of something off the beaten track here. 
Something possibly risky—but fascin- 
ating. 

Sometimes Crystal teased him a little 
about it. “Apparently you're an 
acquired taste, Tex, like olives. There 
was a spark that time. Why don’t you 
follow it up? She’s not only a beautiful 
redhead—she’s bright and good fun.” 

“] don’t want any of these kids.” 

‘Modest, aren’t you?” 

“I didn’t say 1 thought I could have 
any of them—lI said I didn’t want 
them.” 

She dropped the subject. He had 
reserves, and he had a right to them. 

He had, too, a limitless fund of stories. 
His had been a rough and tumble battle 


from childhood on. He told her stories 
of the road, and the ways of those who 
lived on it. 

For once Crystal let someone else do 
the talking. Listening, she lost herself 
in his world. She rode the freights 
back and forth across the breadth of the 
land. She baked in the furnace heat of 
western prairies, shivered under icy 
stars—always a little hungry, always. 

She rediscovered “‘Peter the Great” 
and “Ivanhoe” to the hissing and 
clanking of some country library radia- 
tor. She breathed the fragrance of 
orchard acres and the comforting smell 
of snow-wet soles drying before an open 
fire. 

It was a little strange that two such 
opposite lives as theirs should have 
crossed at all—much less fallen into this 
routine of nightly visits. But it was 
only when Marda’s visit loomed that 
Crystal began to realize how odd it 
might seem to other people. 

It was especially impossible to picture 
Marda and Tex in any kind of conversa- 
tion—friendly or otherwise. * Marda 
knew him slightly as Crystal’s typist, 
and that was all. She might quite 
possibly ask him point-blank what he 
was doing there. 

The Sunday of the visit, Crystal got 
his rooming-house number from the 
book. Perhaps it might be better to warn 
him off this time. 

When her hand reached for the phone 
she pulled it back. It was too silly. 
Marda and Ruth were both intelligent 
women—too intelligent, surely, to draw 
any absurd conclusions. 

The Sunday afternoon turned dark 
and rainy, and as the visiting hour drew 
near Crystal suffered a letdown, an 
uneasiness. She fought a return of the 
old feeling of compulsion to meet their 
expectations. Particularly Marda’s. If 
she wasn’t her old self, she knew she 
would be in for an avalanche of pity 
and advice. 

Having Ruth would help. Ruth was a 
gentle soul. She had only one burning 
love—her anthropology. She could— 
and did—live unprotected with savage 
African tribes for six months at a time, 
on field trips. But aside from that kind 
of crusading boldness, she was studious, 
quiet, a little dull. As Marda openly 
said, if it hadn’t been for her really 
impressive work, she wouldn’t have 
fitted in well with the university crowd. 

At two o'clock Crystal shut off the 
reading lamp over her head and settled 
back against the raised bed. She had 
combed her hair very smoothly, tied it at 
the back with a dark velvet ribbon only 
slightly frayed at one end. She had 
touched her hair and the softly ruched 
bed jacket with fragrance. 

One of the tie strings had come loose 
from the neck of the jacket, and she 
pinned it with a safety pin. She hoped 

childishly—that Marda wouldn’t no- 
tice. She could almost hear her booming 
to some gathering, “Same old Crystal. 
Schiaparelli and safety pins. Remember 
how we had to hold up her wedding to 
pin that broken shoulder strap?” 

She tensed at the knock on the door. 
Her smile was automatically receptive, 
vivid. “Come in 

She leaned forward—then relaxed. 


IT WAS TEX—but peculiar. He shut 
the door with elaborate care behind him, 
then strode into the room waving a long 
arm. “Hello! My dear, you look 
wonderful!” 
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Diabetes met its master 


AS 


in 1921 when insulin, =R)2 which often 


we 


controls the disease, was discovered. 
Since that time, other advances have 
further improved the treatment 

of diabetes. Control has become more 


accurate with the development of slower 


acting gy insulins. Today, most dia- 
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can look forward to a healthy, active life! 


betics under good medical care 





The diabetic feday holds the key te his future 


Successful control of diabetes depends 
largely on the closest teamwork be- 


e . 
tween doctor and patient. Most Metropolitan Life 


doctors say that the patient is the more Insurance Company 
important member of the team. (A MUTUAL COMPANY) 
The diabetic needs to study his New York 
disease under his doctor’s guidance. Frederick H. Ecker, Leroy A. Lincoin, 
CHAIRMAN OF THE BOARD PRESIDENT 


He can usually learn to avoid such 
complications as diabetic coma, in- 
oulin a PU ond early Metropolitan Life Insurance Company 
degenerative changes in the arteries, Canadian Head Office, Ottawa. 

i . Piease send e a copy of your booklet 
the heart, and the kidneys. Above all ae ria or te e 
he can learn how to fit his special 


Canadian Head Office: Ottawa 


diabetic requirements into a normal Name .nnvcccsseeeerseeesoes 
pattern of happy living. Street...... 

For further information about this City. 
disease, send for Metropolitan’s free Province............... 


booklet 117L, “Diabetes.” 


“What on earth ails you?” She sat 
up, arms locked around her knees, the 
frayed ribbon, the safety pin forgotten. 

“I’m learning how to be a Good 
Visitor.” He flapped a hospital leaflet. 
““*Won’t you, for the patient’s sake, 
enter the room with a gay greeting?’ I 
covered that. ‘Let any observations be 
bright and cheery.’ ” 

“Tex, listen—” 

“You listen.” He waved her to 
silence, frowning. “ ‘But don’t overdo 
it. Sometimes the patient doesn’t 
appreciate having the experience mini- 
mized—’ ” 

He came to the bedside, studied her 
gloomily. “You’re pale. You look 
awful. What have they done to you?” 

“Idiot. That’s enough. Tex, I’m 
having—” 

“*Tell nothing that will unduly 
excite the patient.’ ”’ His look was a 
slow take. “And don’t you,” he said 


‘ 


warningly, “excite the visitors.” 

“Give me that thing—” She reached 
for the leaflet. He caught her wrists, and 
they struggled for the paper briefly, with 
smothered laughter. 

Perhaps it was because there had not 
been a single touch of hands between 
them in all this time. Or perhaps it was 
due to happen—but they were suddenly 
not laughing any more. 

His breath came hard. When he 
freed her hands it was to put both of his 
on her shoulders, press her back gently 
against the pillow. 

“Tex—don’t.” She tried to pull one 
of his hands down, and memory flashed 
through her. That hand—long-fingered, 
cool. “It was you!” she said, startled. 
““You were the one sitting beside my bed 
—when I was coming out of the ether.” 

He dropped down to the edge of the 
bed, still holding her. 

“T reached the front of the apartment 
almost the moment you got hit. I saw 
the whole thing. It was too late to stop 
you. When the cab struck—I died. | 
went right on dying for 24 hours 
afterward.” 

“But how did you happen to be 


| there?” 


“T’ve been outside the apartment 
every free minute I’ve had. Hoping for 
a glimpse of you.” 

She kept calm, clung to reason. 

“Tex—look. We're just two lonely 
people, thrown together by circum- 
stances.” 

“And a cream-cheese-and-nut sand- 
wich. You came by, that day—remem- 
ber? That was when I knew I could have 
the open road, the shady tree—or what- 
ever I wanted. If you were around.” 

“No, Tex—sit back. I’m older than 
you, too- e 

“Three years. I’ve lived two years to 
your one all my life. You’re the kid 
not me.” 

“Will you listen? Don’t—” But her 
own breathing had grown uneven too. 
Her voice died in her throat. 

His hands tightened. “This is what 
you want—and it’s what | want. Honey, 
don’t turn your face away. Why go on 
pretending? Life is too short.” 

“Maybe it is,” she whispered. “Maybe 
it is—” 

It was almost pain, to kiss like that 
to answer, finally, so old a hunger, so 
long a loneliness. She was aware of 
restraint in him. He was being careful 
of her, holding back. He turned his 
mouth from hers to press his cheek 
against hers. “It takes my breath away,” 
he said simply. 4 Continued on page 84 


When you suffer the rheumy 
misery of a head cold— 





Or the “morning after” finds 
you achy and under par— 





Or your digestive tract is 
clogged and sluggish— 








The Saline Laxative 
that also combats excess 
gastric acidity! 


Two teaspoons of Sal Hepatica in 
a glass of water brings quick relief 
—usually within an hour. Sal 
Hepatica is more effective because it 
also combats excess gastric acidity, 
mighty important in helping you 
to feel better faster. Pleasant. 
tasting Sal Hepatica causes no 
discomfort, no disagreeable after- 
effects. Effective in a wide variety 
of ailments, Sal Hepatica is an 
ideal family laxative. Get a bottle 
today. 


Product of Bristol-M yers—Made in*Canada, 


SAL HEPATICA 
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This tiny Mexican hat, crocheted, 
makes a piquant gift. No. S179. 





For a lapel: A bright 
red rooster shining 
with beads. No. S180. 


“T Made It Mysell” 


bright sequins and beads, a bit of 

black velvet ribbon, and you're 
away to a good start on some attractive 
little gifts—the inexpensive and in- 
dividual kind for a friend you want to 
remember with something more than a 
greeting card, 

These seven ideas are quickly and 
easily done. Reading clockwise: there’s 
a crocheted Mexican hat, to be worn 
either as a lapel pin, or used as a handy 
thimble holder and needle cushion. 
Next, three amusing lapel adorners: 
a sequinned felt rooster, a crocheted 
sparkling crown, and a beaded felt frog. 
Purely glamorous, a black velvet ribbon 
necklace, trimmed in gold _rickrack, 
heavily beaded, is a happy thought, and 
a wide studded bracelet of black velvet 
could be added to make up a set. Last, 
a useful, acceptable gift is the cro- 
cheted “‘slipcover”’ for a padded clothes 
hanger, practically slide-proof. 


Nove balls of crochet cotton, some 


For a young party frock, a 
choker necklace of wide black 
velvet ribbon, encrusted with 
tiny gold beads and sequins, 
crisscrossed with gold _rick- 
rack braid trim. No. S184. 
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A lovely touch for a 
suit, this crown orna- 
ment, shining with se- 
quinned trim. No. $181. 


Crochet a set of pastel 
hanger covers, each with 
a different brand of sachet 
attached to hook. No. $185. 





Instructions for making may be obtained from Chatelaine Handicratts, 


481 University Ave., Toronto 2. Order by Number, price five cents each. 


Teen-agers would love 
this sequined and bead- 
ed felt frog. No. $182. 


A three-thonged brace- 
let of black velvet, stud- 
ded in sequins, beads 
and pearls. No. $183. 


BROADCLOTHS « 


I was fit to be tied 
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Yes, beautiful autumn comes 
right into your kitchen when 
you use your Pyrex coloured 
ovenware bowls. So lovely 
- +. 80 cheerful . . . so very, 
very practical. Four coloured 
bowls, nesting peacefully to- 
gether, jump to do a thousand 
errands at the command of 
your touch. For mixing, for 
> storing, for baking, for serving 
- &,. Pyrex beautiful coloured 
yenware bowls are the 
swer to any housewife's 


prayer. Set of four, only $3.70 


LOOK FOR THE 
FAMILIAR ORANGE 
LABEL OR THIS 
TRADE-MARK PRESSED 
i GLASS 


PYREX 


@Rano 


OVEN WARE 
for better and fester 
bobing 


py nex” 1S THE REGISTERED TRADE-MARK OF CORNING GLASS WORKS OF CANADA LIMITED, 


PYREX CUSTARD CUPS ARE IDEAL FOR INFANT FEEDING _,, ,, 


The Coat 


Continued from page 19 


“Maybe it wasn’t. Maybe it was just 
the day it overflowed.” 

“When was that?” 

“The Thanksgiving week end we 
went to the football game. I was with 
Jim Nelson. We'd just come out of the 
stadium feeling good about our team 
winning. We were talking about going 
to this wonderful restaurant and wrap- 
ping ourselves around roast turkey .. - 
I guess everybody was chilly and 
hungry. It was a day sort of like this 
one—raw and dampish. Don’t you 
remember?” 

“Vaguely. But don’t tell me affection 
for roast turkey made Jill—” 

“Of course not, idiot. It was the old 
man,” 

“What old man?” 

“The one selling pennants near the 
gate as we came out. They were pen- 
nants of the team that had lost, and 
he wasn’t selling many. Ji!l bought one. 
She felt sorry for him. He was sort of 
raggedy and didn’t have a coat. He was 
shivering. We were almost to the car 
when you turned and left us. I can still 
see the old codger looking down at 
himself in a camel-hair topcoat with a 
belted back. Jim 
thought you were 
crazy. I did too, 
until I saw Jill's 
eyes. They were big 
and deep. You 
didn’t have a coat, 
but you 
knight in 
armor as far as she 
was concerned. | 
often wondered 
what possessed you 
to do anything quite 
that erratic. Why 
did you do it, 
Bruce?” 

Bruce thought ae 
back. He remem- 
bered the incident 
hazily. He’d done a 
lot of silly things. 
He shrugged.“* Guess 


were a 


shining family care 


for his share. 


frozen truth. 


I was young and 
impulsive and didn’t 
have much sense. | 
can’t see myself 
doing anything like 
that now.” 

Nancy tugged at the little terrier, 
who was barking at a squirrel. Her eyes 
had narrowed slightly and were observ- 
ing him thoughtfully. “You know, 
Bruce, there’s something different about 
you. You’ve changed also.” 

“T’ve learned a lot.” 

“That’s not what I mean. It’s some- 
thing else... basic. I...” She 
stopped and laughed suddenly. “Be 
careful or I'll start psychoanalyzing 
you. Roger’s making me intellectual. 
He’s actually got me to read books, | 
have to hurry along now. Give me your 
telephone number. I must call Jill 
tomorrow. I’m worried.” 

Bruce frowned. “What about?” 

“Your coat, if you must know.” 


HE FELT curiously disturbed after 
she’d gone. He’d always liked Nancy 

had valued her opinion. He looked down 
at the well-tailored tweed topcoat he 
was wearing now. He’d forgotten about 
that other coat he'd once given away 

forgotten about it completely. It had 


APOLOGY FOR AUTUMN 


Spring’s a gay young girl thing, with 
naught to do but dance and sing, 


Summertime’s a mother, with all her 
And Wintertime has Yuletide color 


But Autumn’s done with bearingq— 
not for her the sharing 


Of Spring’s bright youth or Winter's 


So all the things she thought to be— 
and knew she shouldn't ought to 


With scarlet lips and fingertips she 
wantons forth to find, 


While all her neighbors speak of 
her in terms oh, far from kind. 


But no matter what they say of her 
—she may seem “this” or “that”— 


Autumn's just a tired mother in a 
new and dashing hat. 


certainly been a fool thing to ¢ 

He thrust his hands deep into |is 
pockets. Funny, the scene of his giving 
away the camel-hair coat came back io 
Lion Wi idly now, but he couldn’t for t ie 
life of him quite recall why he’d done :t. 
There must have been some reason, 
something inside him that had made him 
do what outwardly seemed so fooli h, 
It was probable that, subconsciously, 
he’d been trying to impress Jill. Accord- 
ing to Nancy, he'd succeeded. His 
forehead puckered. No... he knew 
that wasn’t it. He scowled. This was 
silly. He couldn’t remember why he'd 
given the coat away, and it was disturb- 
ing him out of all relation to its import- 
ance. He wished now he hadn’t met 
Nancy at all. But it was maddening to 
know vou had done something and not 
be able to go back and find the thoughts 
that had impelled you to do it. 

Bruce stopped suddenly. There was 
an old man standing at the edge of the 
lake. He hada piece of stale bread, and 
he was crumbling bits of it and tossing 
them to the ducks clustered near the 
shore. A few of the ducks had waddled 
up onto the bank, and the old man 
made clucking noises at them. The 
trousers the old man was wearing were 
badly frayed at the cuffs, and the sleeves 
of his shirt showed through the faded 
green sweater where 
it was torn at the 
elbows. The old 
man’s hands were 
shaky with cold. 
Bruce frowned, It 
was a bitter day. 
This old fool didn’t 
even have sense 
enough to go in 
somewhere where it 
was warm... toa 
library or a museum 
or some place. 
Bruce’s only feeling 
was one of irritated 
contempt. He felt 
no urge to give the 
other his coat. It 
wasn’t up to him to 
gather up the 
world’s débris. 

The old man 
looked around and 
smiled. His voice 
was high and thin 
“Hungry critters, 
ain’t they?” He had 
“IT come here every 
day to feed them. They know me now. 
You should see them swim over when 
the y see me.” 


watery grey eyes. 


Bruce felt strangely annoyed. “It’s a 
nasty day to be out without a coat. 
Haven’t you one?” 

The old man shook his head. His 
lips were almost blue. 

Bruce scowled. “‘ Well, I should think 
you’d go somewhere and get warm.” 

“Oh, I will, lad. I will.”” The old man 
shivered slightly. “Just as soon as I’m 
finished feedin’ my friends. Don’t want 
*em to forget me. You should see them 
swim over when 

“You told me,” Bruce cut him off. He 
opened his wallet, took out a bill, put it 
in the outside pocket of the tweed 
topcoat and slipped off the topcoat. He 
held it out. “Think you can use this?” 

“The coat?” The old man’s eyes were 
round, “You—you’re giving me the 
coat?” 

“Tf you want it.” 
“Want it! W hy, bless you, boy, | 
ain't been warm for a week.” He put it 
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on, huddled it around him, and rubbed a 
rough hand lovingly over one arm. Then 
he looked up at Bruce, his grey eyes 
suddenly apprehensive. “You ain’t 
aimin’ to change your mind, are you, 
son? I can keep it, can’t 1?” 

Bruce nodded. He turned on his heel 
to get away from the old man’s grati- 
tude. It embarrassed him. He wasn’t 
doing it for the old man... he was 
doing it for himself, to find out how it 
felt to be a knight in shining armor 
again. It must be worth something. 
Maybe it was worth a topcoat. 

He turned after a bit and looked back. 
The old man was preening himself in 
front of the ducks. Bruce grunted. He 
didn’t feel noble or pleased or anything 
like that. He felt just the way he should 
have felt after doing anything so 
confoundedly idiotic . .. like a fool. 


THE TRAIN wasn’t very well heated. 
Bruce was chilly on the way home. He’d 
been busy that afternoon ... too 
busy to remember to get out and get 
another coat until after the stores had 
closed. He hoped he wouldn’t come 
down with another of his miserable 
colds. It would serve him right, acting 
on impulse like that. He had known 
while he was doing it that it was 
stupid. It would have no more effect 
on the world than 
pouring a glass of 
water in would have 
on the ocean. He’d 
acquired enough 
perspective to know 
that millions in the 
world were cold, and 
his giving one old 
man a coat solved 


0, 4 Woman Must Weep 
Over A Lost Love 


By EUNICE MILDRED LONCOSKE 


a woman must weep over a lost love! 


a man will toss away the faded 


into the fireplace and lit it. Then he 
stood in front of the fire trying to get 
something of its warmth inside him. 
Jill was in the kitchen. There was 
nothing to do but wait for Pete’s ring 
on the doorbell. It had started to rain 

Bruce listened. It was really a storm. 
It lashed against the windows and 
drummed on the streets. It gurgled 
down the drain-pipes from the roof. 
Wet solid sheets fell outside, flooding 
the gutters. He was glad he wasn’t out 
in that. He frowned suddenly. He had 
thought of the old man at the lake... 
the little old man who fed the ducks. 
Most of the museums and libraries 
closed early. Bruce wondered where the 
old man would go. Then he remembered 
the coat . the bill he’d slipped into 
the side pocket. The coat was processed 
to be waterproof. The old man couldn’t 
be getting too wet. He could get a room 
with the money ... have a good dinner 

. several good meals if he wanted to 
stretch it out. 

Bruce sat down in front of the fire. 
His hands were still stiff, and he rubbed 
them together vigorously. He didn’t 
feel uncomfortable or irritated suddenly. 
A strange warmth was stirring him—a 
satisfaction that had nothing to do 
with his own well-being or that of his 
family. He was feeling good because an 
old man whose name 
he didn’t even know 

whom he’d never 
see again wasn’t 
getting wet. It was 
silly, but listening to 
the rain and think- 
ing about the old 
man seemed to be 
uncurling a_ tight 


nothing. There were flower, knot in his mind, 
Organizations to knowing it is dead... He was remember- 
take care of people a woman must weep over a lost love! ing now... re- 


organizations 
which he supported 
as generously as the 
next fellow. Because 
he’d once been a 
scatterbrained adol- 
escent was no reason 
for acting like one 
now. Nancy had satin! 
implied that Jill had 
fallen in love with 
him because he'd 
given away his coat. 


! 
It was nonsense. a lost love! 


her heart, 


through the years 


People didn’t fall in 

love for reasons like that. If they did, 
they'd fall out of love too quickly .. . 
as soon as the other person changed. 
And they didn’t. He was still in love 
with Jill, wasn’t he? She’d changed 
completely. Bruce looked out through 
the window. He felt funny inside. Was 
he still in love with Jill? 

She met him at the station in the car 
with the same pleasant smile—the same 
empty kiss. He didn’t want her to know 
about the coat—he told her he’d for- 
gotten it in the railroad station when 
hurrying to catch his train. He didn’t 
tell her about meeting Nancy. Nancy 
would call tomorrow anyhow, and Bruce 
didn’t want to talk about Nancy now. 
It irritated him even to think about her. 

The house was spotlessly neat and 
clean. There was nothing out of place, 
not even a dent in any of the cushions 
on the chairs. Even Carol’s cheering 
influence was missing—she was staying 
with Jill’s mother that night. Bruce 
was cold, but the house made him feel 
cold inside as well as out. He put wood 


she will take the brown and 
crumpled blossom, 


and press it between the pages of 


remembering .. . 


which haunts the blossoms still! 


O a woman will weep over inward 


membering the 
young man who had 
given away the coat 
at the football game 
.. . remembering a 
lot of things about 
that young man he 


the beauty of petals like red hadn’t thought of 


for along time . . 


the delicate fragrance about how that 


young man had felt. 
His mind turned 
as he sat 
watching the flames. 
It was like thinking 
about someone else. He hadn’t realized 
he’d changed so much. What had 
happened to the fierce sense of justice 
. the contempt for hypocrisy 
the sensitivity to human suffering—to 
anyone’s suffering? When had he first 
started to compromise with his ideals? 
It seemed that he must have temporarily 
put them aside in order to further the 
business of giving Jill and Carol the 
better things in life. But just when had 
he completely forgotten where he'd left 
them? At what point had expediency 
become the guiding principle of his life? 
He didn’t know. He knew it had hap- 
pened slowly. He had started with a 
feeling for the world’s problems . . . it 
had narrowed to those of his friends . . . 
then, finally, to those only of his family. 
He'd been ashamed of the impulse that 
had made him give away his coat today. 
He hadn’t been ashamed that other time 
Jim’s scoffing hadn’t bothered him. 
He'd felt that he didn’t require Jim’s 
opinion—all he’d needed was the feeling 
inside that what he’d done was right. 
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His lips turned in. Thinking back had 
made him remember Jill as she had been 
... the feeling between them that had 
given color and excitement to anything 
they shared. They’d been in love. But 
that was all gone now. It had vanished 
almost as imperceptibly as his ideals. 
Bruce back in his chair and 
gazed at the fire. He’d been bitter . 


leaned 


bitter because he knew she was unhappy 
. . . because he resented that unhappi- 
ness almost as a personal slight. He 
wasn’t bitter any more. He was wonder- 
ing where he'd failed her. 


THE DOORBELL rang. Bruce could 
hear Jill opening it. Pete’s voice sounded 
friendly ...a_ little breathless, as 
though the rain had got to him between 
his taxi and the door. Bruce rose. He'd 
be glad to see Pete. Pete was an old 
friend. Bruce was pleased that he'd 
asked Jill to get steaks. 

Pete was still ruddy and soft-voiced, 
still had that uncontrollable brush on 
top of his head. But there were new 
lines in his cheeks and around his eyes. 
They talked college while they ate 
friends and what they were doing now. 
Jill had served a faultless dinner . 
it was like everything else she did 
completely adequate, but without any 
small personal enthusiasms about food 
- . . without anything to identify it as a 
dinner Jill had cooked. 

They went into the living room after- 
ward. Jill went ahead of them. Bruce 
had to clear his throat suddenly. She 
was beautiful tonight. She was wearing 
a royal-blue dress which buttoned up 
close about her neck and gave her eyes 
vividness. But 


an almost startling 


something was lacking. The eyes had 
no expectancy in them. They were the 
eyes of a person who knew that life had 
no more exciting surprises to offer 

eyes that you couldn’t see into. 

Pete sank into a chair, lit a cigarette, 
stretched his legs out toward the fire 
and said, “* You have a lovely place here, 
Jill. Looks as though Bruce had been 
hitting jackpots.” 

Jill glanced at Bruce. She hesitated. 
She spoke slowly. “Keeping the cup- 
boards polished doesn’t nece ssarily 
mean there’s anything in them, Pete.” 

His eyebrows drew together slightly. 
“Don’t tell me you people have been 
having trouble too.’ 

“Not exactly trouble.” 
her words as though it was difficult to 


get them out. “Just insurance payments, 


When you 


” 


She spaced 


doctors’ bills, taxes, debts. 
get through, there isn’t much left. 

oe) il 
Pete’s face. 
lost the ability to smile. “That puts a 
different light on things.”” The note of 


cheerfulness was forced. 


Something had gone out of 
His mouth seemed to have 


“*Guess we're 
all sort of in the same boat, aren’t we?” 

Jill’s voice sounded curiously strained. 
“How is Mary, Pete?” 

**Not too well, I’m afraid.’” There was 
a look of hopelessness about the way his 
His hands clasped 
and unclasped nervously. ‘“‘Needs a 
different climate. I thought if I could 
somewhere else—oh, [Il 


shoulders drooped. 


get started 
figure something out.” He heaved 
himself out of his chair suddenly. ‘Well, 


I hate to eat and run, but—”’ 


“SIT DOWN.” Bruce’s voice was rough. 
That had always been the trouble with 
Pete .. 
afraid of pushing himself for his own 
good. “It’s raining. You can’t go yet 


too darned sensitive . . . too 





-.. you'll get wet. Besides, you 
haven’t told us why you came.” 

Pete shrugged. His smile was weak. 
“Just Auld Lang Syne, I guess. Thought 
it would be nice to see you people again. 
You must drop by 

“I saw Doug Keniston, Pete. He said 
you ne ded money.” 

Pete swallowed. He lit another cigar- 
ette. “I guess we all do, don’t we?” 

“How much do you need?” 

“Too much,” 

Bruce moved his shoulders impa- 
tiently. He could feel Jill’s eyes on him 
... confused eyes... eyes that didn’t 
know what he was driving at. “‘How 
much?” 

“Five thousand.” 

Bruce sat down at his desk. He took 
his cheque book out of the middle 
drawer. There was something warm 
inside him as he looked at the balance 
on the stubs. This was why you worked 
late . thought ... planned... 
made money. He was grateful to Pete 
suddenly—grateful that Pete needed 
help. Bruce had lost something inside 
himself something very precious — 
something he’d missed. It might take a 
while to get back, but at least he knew 
how to go about it now. He tore off the 
cheque and handed it to Pete. 

Pete looked at the figures. His throat 
moved. His eyes were queer when they 
glanced up. “‘ Bruce, I—I can’t give you 
any security. You’re sure you want—” 

“Your credit’s good, Pete.” 

The other man hesitated. He seemed 
to have difficulty in talking. “Bruce, 
1” 

“I know. You're out late, and Mary’s 
probably waiting for you. You have to 
run.’ He took Pete’s arm, guided him 
out into the hall and helped him on with 
his coat. “‘Want me to drive you to 
the station?” 

“T can get a cab. 
to thank 

“You don’t have to. 
for the dinner for 
Pete. Good luck.” 


Bruce stood at the closed door for a 


I don’t know how 


I'll thank Jill 


you. Good night, 


moment. It was still raining outside, 
but he knew Pete wouldn’t mind getting 
wet now. He’d be in too much of a 
hurry to get back to Mary to tell her 
. . .» Mary, who loved him. Bruce felt 
He knew what he’d find when he 
went back into the living room. Jill 
would be emptying the ash trays, 
straightening the cushions. Then, when 


tired. 


everything was as though no one had 
been there, she’d go to bed, not before. 
He went in. Jill was standing by the 
looking out looking after 
The room was still disordered. 


window, 
Pete. 
Nothing had been touched. She turned 
and looked at him. She said, “You 
you gave him the whole five thousand, 
didn’t you?” 

Bruce cleared his throat uncomfort- 
ably. ‘“‘Why not? 
Want me to help you get things cleaned 


I have it to give. 


up?” 

Her face seemed different somehow. 
The mask had slipped away so that he 
could see her eyes... into them... 
he could see the girl he had married. She 
shook her head. “‘No—no, I’m too 
sleepy. I'll do it in the morning I'll 
just rinse the dishes now.” 

Bruce took a cigarette from the box 
after she went out. His fingers weren't 
quite steady as he struck a match. The 
match stopped halfway to the cigarette. 
Bruce could hear Jill in the kitchen. 
She was singing. # 
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"You ought to be under 
a Kenwood, too!” 
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There’s Always George 
Continued from page 17 


house where she lived, she would have 
said herself. The unhappiest would be 
drab little Grace Pullen down the hall, 
or Marcia Lees, who had the corner 
room by the staircase. Marcia spent her 
days in a constant ferment of violent 
affairs, stormy crack-ups, and bitter 
intervals of fear lest there should not be 
another man in her life. 

“There are too darn many women in 
the world,” was her verdict. ““The world 
definitely has no place, socially, for the 
woman, and I intend to avoid 
that fate by hook or by crook.” 

‘“*Miss Gregory is single,’’ Vi would 


single 


argue, “and she seems to have plenty 
to do.” 

Marcia was scornful. She would have 
given the palm for unhappiness to Miss 
Gregory, whose old home this was, and 
who occupied the big ground-floor room 
that used to be the drawing-room. 

“Tf you like that stuffy kind of exist- 
ence,” sniffed Marcia. “She hasn’t even 
acar. And when she goes to a show she 
has to go with a bunch of other females, 
or tag along with somebody else’s man. 
What a life!” 

Looking at Fay now, radiant with 
happiness, Vi could see some truth in 
Marcia’s statement. Small though this 
house was, Fay was its mistress, with 
the backing of a husband. In _ the 
community she was a personage. Grocers 
and butchers depended on her. Depart- 
ment stores made a 
bid for her patron- 
age. Even unglam- 
orous aids to house- 
hold cleanliness 
adorned themselves 
to catch her eye and 
open her purse. 
Socially and econ- in him? 
omically Fay was a 
more important per- 
son now than when 


faults by now 


with us. 
she was living in the 
house 
with the rest of 
them. She called 
for attention 
trying to shape defi- 
nitely plans the 
crowd had made to 
spend a last week 
end in the moun- 


old Gregory 
best with her. 


now, good in him 


each day, 


tains, Transporta- Banking the crimson roses of her 
tion was the ques- love 
tion. Thev could To hide his feet of clay. 


count on so many 
cars. 

“George, of course,” she said. “There 
is always George.” 

The words, commonplace as they 
were, did something to Vi. She looked 
at him across the card-littered table. 

“Yes,” she echoed. “There’s always 
George.” 

“Now don’t look at me like that,” he 
protested. “‘We’ve met before. Re- 
member?” 

Vi came back quickly. 

“It was two years ago. I haven’t seen 
you since.” 


THAT GOT a laugh, but the strange 
part of it was that away underneath, Vi 
meant it seriously. By the time she and 
George were shut in his car on the way 
home, the strangeness had waned and 
she only remembered the phrase that 
had started it. Of course there was 


WIFE 
4 
By D. M. REID 
They said: “What did she ever see 


Good gracious, she must know his 


She doesn't need to make pretense 


They said: “Of course, he’s at his 
She seems to bring out all that's 


But really, it's a panic how she tries 
To please his every whim.” 


They said—but then they'd missed 
the tender smile 
With which she did her gardening 


always George. She was a lucky person, 
So was Fay. 

“Such a dear little house,” she said 
dreamily. “‘No wonder Fay ts happy.” 

“She ought to be,” grunted George. 
“She hooked a good one when she got 
Mack.” 

“Don’t be horrid,” protested Vi. 

“It’s true, isn’t it?” 

“No, it isn’t. You remember as well 
as I do that Mack was nearly crazy 
when he thought she was too interested 
n that man from the North.” 

“Sure, he was,” 
““Fay knew it, too. She certainly played 


George admitted. 
a good hand the re eg 

Ordinarily when George talked like 
that Vi laughed it off, but tonight an 
undercurrent of antagonism ruffled her. 

“What kind of hand would you say 
I’m playing then?” she asked. 

George deftly edged out a car that 
was trving to beat him across the green 
light, then put an arm around Vi’s 
shoulder for a moment. 

Don’t let’s 
get tangled up in how or why other 


“Come on, now, honey. 
people do things. You suit me right 
down to the ground and I suit you, don’t 
1? Don’t 1?” he repeated, after an 
unresponsive moment, 

Vi shook off her crossness. 

“Sure you do,” she said, bending her 
head to touch his hand with her cheek. 
“But what made you like that tonight?” 

He gave his attention to the traflic 
again, smiling through the windshield. 

**Well, a man has a hard life of it, you 
know,” he said. “Before you can say 
boo, some woman 
him all tied 
down to acoal shovel 


has got 


and a lawnmower.” 
He flashed his smile 
her way. “Perhaps 
I was scared you'd 
be getting ideas.” 
“You'd be sur- 
prised at the ideas | 
re turned \ l. 
“For instance?” 
“They'll keep.” 
“Cagey little ras- 
cal, aren’t you? But 


have,” 


Someone should tell her so.” 


beautiful.”” He drew 
curb in 
front of the house. 


up to the 


“You know, honey, 
when we go places 
and everybody be- 
gins looking our 
way, | realize what 
a lucky guy I am. 
That reminds me 
okay for the Roof 
Garden Tuesday?” 

Vi hesitated. 

“Couldn’t we go to the Symphony 
for a change?” 

“You don’t want to go to things like 
that,” said George. 

“But | do,” insisted Vi. 

“Well,” he replied, “you'll have to 
find some other guy to take you. I’m 
not a highbrow. It doesn’t get you any- 
where, anyway. What started you off on 
that tack all of a sudden?” 


MISS GREGORY had, but there was 
no use telling him that. Like Marcia 
Lees, George had little regard for single 
women who were decidedly fiftyish. Vi 
hadn’t herself until that Saturday 
afternoon a few weeks ago when, waiting 
for George to pick her up for a football 
game, her last presentable pair of nylons 
sprang arun. Perversely a bit of mend- 
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Doctors Prove 2 out of 3 Women 
can have Lovelier Skin in 14 days! 
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That new lipstick color 
is wonderful on you, 











ane about the fifth 
person who's 
told me that, Jean! 


Jean! But on me it just ot > 





calis attention to how dull 
and coarse-looking my 
complexion is! 
























In addition, 
Canadian women 
from Halifax to 

Vancouver tested this 
Palmolive Plan in 

their own homes 










Then take our advice and 
get busy, Mary! Remember, 
36 doctors—leading skin 
specialists—tested this Plan on 
1285 women and proved it 
can bring @ lovelier 
complexion fo 2 out of 3 
. in just 14 days! 
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Try this easy 
Palmolive Beauty Pian 
Wash your face with 

1 Palmolive Soap! 


Then, for 60 seconds, 
2 mossage with Palmolive’s 
soft, lovely lather. Rinse! 


Someone ought 
to call your 
attention to the 
14-Day Palmolive 
Plan, Mary! 












Do this 3 times o day for 14 days. This 
cleansing massage brings your skin 
Palmolive’s full beautifying effect! 





YOU,TOO, may look for these 


skin improvements in only 14 Days! 





Less Incipient Blackheads. .........-++++ 


eeoneoooe? 


@ Fresher....---sss*°°""" 


@ Brighter, Clearer Color..--**** 


¥. 


If you want a complexion the envy of every 
woman—the admiration of every man— 
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ing cotton the right shade eluded her. 
Nobody else seemed to be around but 
Miss Gregory, so Vi ran down to ask 
her help. Until then, Miss Gregory had 
always been a vague figure with keen 
eyes and a pleasant greeting, whenever 
they happened to meet in the hall. 

“Certainly,” she had said in answer 
to Vi’s request. ‘‘Come in.” 

Her door opened wide, and when it 
shut behind her, Vi had a sudden sense 
of being ushered into a new world. 
Perhaps it was the bright sunlight pour- 
ing in through. the big diamond-paned 
windows, but Miss Gregory's room had 
a quality that could not be classified 
according to ordinary standards of 
interior decoration. It must be odd, and 
a little sad, Vi thought, to be living in 
one room of your own home, with 
memories of family gatherings and 
parties soaked into the very plaster and 
woodwork. Vi sat for a few minutes 
after the repair was completed, survey- 
ing the room. Her eyes were drawn to a 
wrought-iron candlestick standing on a 
writing table. 

“We had one like that at home,” she 
began impulsively. 

Then she stopped, remembering. 
“That ugly black thing!’ had been the 
opinion when a friend of her mother’s 
had sent it from abroad for a Christmas 
present. It had been used for a variety 
of things, none of them connected with 
lighting. Occasionally it functioned as 
a hammer, some- 
times a door-stop, or 
a prier of stiff draw- 
ers and lids. Finally, 
in a specially hard 
job of pounding, one 
of its feet was 
broken, and the last 
time Vi saw it, it 
Jay on a shelf in the 
cellar along with 
odds and ends of 
paint pots, worn 
brushes, snippets of onthe 
copper window- 
stripping and a spare 
roller skate. 

“Oh, my Ghisi 
candlestick. Only a 
reproduction, of 


course.” That all his goodness means no 


: : mor 
Miss Gregory _ 


picked it up, speak- 
ing, as with one 
who knew, of the 
craftsman expressing a part of himself 
in the lovely spiral of its shaft, in the 
curve of its feet, in the delicacy of its 
petalled cup. Vi was touched with 
shame. In her own home, all those 
years, had been this one beautiful 
object, and its beauty had been ignor- 
antly betrayed. 

“Do come again,” said Miss Gregory 
when she left. “Any time you like.” 

It was not the usual bid for compan- 
ionship from a lonely person. With some 
surprise and not a little pique Vi realized 
that if she chose to ignore the invitation 
Miss Gregory would probably never 
miss her. Miss Gregory had given her 
the impression of one who had too many 
friends and interests to need anything 
she could offer. All that drew her back 
for a second visit which proved the 
beginning of many. Each time, in more 
detail and with a growing understand- 
ing, the fascination of an outlook differ- 
ent from any she had known gripped 
her. Sometimes there were friends of 
Miss Gregory’s there, people who knew 


By HAROLD APPLEBAUM 


* ing it. “This is 


More than the worth of any man 
The final sum of all his deeds 

No matter if his birth was hiqgh— 
The plant outgrows the width of 


Than all the qood he used it for. 


















all about hallmarks and hand-set typ: 
who could spot Danish silver and re 
Meissen at first sight, who argued abou 
Tchaikovsky and Khatchachurian, wi 
could identify pictures by the sty 
of their painting, and even knew son 
of the painters. Vi would listen, feelir 
a bit forlornly on the outside, wishir 
she knew half the things they tossed of 
so lightly. She could not help noticin 
how much pleasure the world seemed t: 
hold for them. None ever had the listless 
air with which Grace Pullen dragge« 
through her days, nor the sharp dis- 
content of Marcia Lees. 

Vi’s sense of line and color, for which 
clothes had been an outlet, found 
particular satisfaction in Miss Gregory’s 
portfolio of Bakst designs. One of her 
happiest days was when she bought a 
simply framed reproduction for herself 
of a vital, leaping figure in harlequin 
costume sketched against an oddly 
exciting background of blues and greens. 

She could hardly wait for Miss 
Gregory’s verdict on it. George was 
taking her out so she dressed hurriedly 
and ran down with it. 

“Is this one any good?” she asked. 
“I found it in a funny old second-hand 
shop away down town.” 

Miss Gregory reached for it. Her 
hands were long and tapering, but 
plump, just like her feet, just like Miss 
Gregory herself. A light of approval 
sprang to her eyes, but before she could 

say anything, to Vi’s 
disappointment 
there was a rap at 


More Than the Worth «<0 


“Alan, my dear 
boy!’’ exclaimed 
Miss Gregory, open- 


marvellous. I wasn’t 
looking for you until 
tomorrow.” She 
drew him in and 
made introductions. 
““My nephew, Alan 
Gregory. He’s here 


Old name, full wealth, a noble face, for a couple of 
The touch of angels in his hand— 
All faith and wisdom fall to waste 
If he should fail to understand 


months on a survey 
for his firm. Miss 
We ston, Alan. She’s 
beginning to get the 
hunting fever. 
Look.” 

“Oh, Bakst. Good, 
isn’tit. It’s one ofa 
set of Nijinsky cos- 
tumes he did for Diaghileff when—but 
I guess you know that,” he apologized. 

““No, I didn’t,” admitted Vi. “But 
I’m learning.” 

Alan Gregory prowled around the 
room, his quick glance resting now on 
his aunt’s collection of miniature candle- 
sticks, now on a new book, now on some 
relics of family china. AIl the while the 
resonance of his voice was filling the 
room with laughter and anecdote about 
them. How much of their value, thought 
Vi, wondering why it had never occurred 
to her before, lay in their association 
with human beings! 

When she left, soon afterward, Alan 
Gregory flashed her a swift salute from 
his perch on the arm of a chair. 


SHE SHOWED the print to George 
when he came. Perhaps he only needed, 
as she had, an awakening to a wider 
world. What a wonderful time two 
people could have exploring it together. 

“Look what I picked up today,” she 
said. “‘Miss Gregory thinks it’s good.” 


























“Miss Gregory? Oh, the old hen 
downstairs.” 

“‘She isn’t an old hen. She’s the most 
interesting person, and her room is full 
of the most interesting things. You 
ought to see them, George. Half of them 
I’ve never known a single, solitary thing 
about. Sheffield plate, for instance. Did 
you know that originally they made a 
copper design, then hammered the silver 
over it?” 

He shook his head over her amusedly. 

“I’ve lived very happily,” he said, 
“‘and expect to go on like that, without 
knowing much about silver except the 
kind you spend.”” When she didn’t smile 
at that, he said, “‘ Well, let’s have a look 
at the purchase.” He held it at arm’s 
length, then set it down, dismissing it 
with: “‘Looks like nothing on earth to 
me. All set? Let’s go.” 

Her annoyance lasted until they 
reached the Roof. .Under the influence 
of Don Handley’s sweet and hot music it 
melted away. Vi loved dancing, and 
George, as big men often are, was light 
and rhythmic in his leading. Halfway 
through the evening, as he steered her 
between a bouncing couple on one hand 
and an angular elderly pair on the other, 
he surprised her by saying suddenly, 
“‘What’s struck you lately? Screwy 
prints and stuff.” 

Vi looked up with a quick lighting of 
her eyes. 

“Oh, George, it’s like—like seeing 
after being blind. Or like falling in love. 
A whole new way of living rushes around 
you. You can’t get enough of it. There’s 
so much to find out, so much to, talk 
about- 

“Don’t tell me a woman ever needs an 
excuse to talk,” grinned George. 

Vi’s eagerness deflated. She had 
expected too much of George. The 
sensible thing to do was just to go back 
where she was with him, and not try to 
make him over. She thought she had 
managed it until the way he kissed her at 
the door kept her from sleeping. His 
arms around her had been as proprietary 
as ever, but he kissed her almost as if he 
took it for granted, almost as if they were 
an old married couple. If you were 
married, and the flavor had gone from 
kissing, and you and your husband were 
all talked out before you were 
married, what did you do? It nagged 
and nagged at her mind for days. Oddly 
enough, Miss Gregory was the only one 
with whom Vi felt she could discuss such 
a subject. 


even 


AT THE earliest opportunity she said, 
“Sometimes I wish! could be a cabbage.” 
“Some people,” laughed Miss 
Gregory, “manage it without even 
trying. But why should you sigh for it?” 
Vi wriggled deeper into the cushioned 
chair and stuck her shapely legs straight 
out, staring at the toes of her shoes. 

“All you’d have to care about,” she 
said, ‘“‘would be a nice, comfortable 
field, and enough sun and rain.” 

“Think of all you’d be missing.” 

**But you wouldn’t know it.” 

“Quite a price to pay for security, 
don’t you think?” asked Miss Gregory. 

Vi lifted her eyes to ask, “Don’t you 
believe in security?” 

“Depends. Sometimes material secur- 
ity has a way of costing more than it’s 
worth. There’s another kind, though, 
that’s worth almost any price.’ Miss 
Gregory leaned from her chair to whisk 
a fine powdering of ash from the edge 
of the hearth. She restored the gay, 





raffia-handled brush to its place, then 
said with understanding directness, “It 
goes deeper than the physical and lasts 
longer.” After a moment she added: 
“And lucky are they who find it.” 

Vi thought of Marcia and Grace. 

““There’s a price to singleness, too,” 
she argued. 

“Sure there is,” agreed Miss Gregory. 
“But the world is so full of a number of 
things, fascinating things, necessary 
things, some of which can’t be done by 
those who have family ties—” 

“Sublimation,” broke in Vi. 

“Is that so terrible?’’ Miss Gregory 
scemed amused. ‘“‘And don’t think 
frustration avoids married women. 
Haven't you ever noticed the ones whose 
husbands look like blank walls when 
they are pining for a two-way conversa- 
tion, or who aren’t interested in any- 
thing but shop? Children grow up and 
begin to go out nights, too, or fall in love 
with the wrong people—” 

“You make it sound pretty grim,” 
said Vi, 

Miss Gregory laughed. 

“Call it a spice of sour grapes, if you 
like. But you see what I mean, don’t 
you? I’m not taking into account the 
husband-hoppers who marry with the 
idea that the current model can always 
be turned in for a new one. They haven’t 
the courage to be more than escapists.” 

“It seems to take courage, whichever 
way you look at it.” 

“Oh, come now,” said Miss Gregory. 
“If living didn’t take courage we'd all 
be born cabbages to begin with. Why 
are you worrying about all this, with a 
young man who rushes you around five 
nights a week and time and a half on 
holidays?” 

While they sat there before the fire, 
Alan Gregory walked in. Inevitably, as 
she did every time she saw him, Vi 
contrasted him with George. By the 
time he reached his middle thirties he 
would be as lean, as whittled, as he was 
now. He would never live so complac- 
ently as to become plump. His restless- 
ness as he moved now about the room, 
was that of pent-up vitality, rather than 
boredom. When George was bored he 
shifted and shuffled until he escaped. 

“You’re looking at a lucky man,” 
Alan Gregory said to his aunt, coming 
back to sprawl in a corner of the chester- 
field. ‘And I’m looking at a lucky 
woman.” He fished in a pocket and 
brought out two small pieces of paste- 
board. “I managed to snare a couple of 
tickets to the Symphony next week. 
How about it?” 

“Sorry, my dear. I’m dated. Dinner 
with the Spragges.” 

“*What do you know about that!” He 
turned a rueful face toward Vi. “You 
wouldn’t let your nearest surviving 
nephew down like that, would you?” 

“Not if I had one,” said Vi. 

““Wouldn’t you like to borrow me for a 
night to see how it feels? Unless you 
think this is too secondhand an invita- 
tion 

“Well, under the circumstances—no.” 

“‘Does that mean yes?” 

She recalled what George had said 
when she suggested that they go to a 
symphony for a change. Here was the 
other guy. 

“Thank you,” Vi said to 
Gregory. “‘I’d love to go.” 


Alan 


SHE WOULDN’T say anything to 
George about it until afterward. Men- 
tioning it beforehand would make her 
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cheque—and 


every 
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York 


They’re so easy to prepare—and so sure to get 


Your “Good-Things-to-Eat” Reporter 


a Fe 


feel too much as if she were asking 
permission. She began looking forward 
to the concert with an almost forgotten 
thrill of anticipation, together with 
a lingering sense of guilt and disloyalty 
that vanished when the lights in the 
concert hall were lowered, and the tall 
dynamic conductor strode on. Now 
that it was being satisfied, Vi realized 
how strong her hunger had been, how her 
friendship Miss Gregory had 
sharpened her capacity, what it meant 


with 


to hear this breathless sweep of glorious 
Alan Gregory. 
He leaned forward in his seat, still 


sound with someone like 


for once, completely absorbed in the 
music flowing from rhythmic bows and 
flexible fingers. If it had been George 
beside her, Vi would have said he had 
forgotten her. But Alan Gregory’s 
intentness was inclusive. Paradoxically, 
she was so much a part of it that he did 
not have to think consciously of her. 
They were both enclosed in a sh:ll of 
When It was over 
Alan 
heloed her into her coat and steered her 
Snow 


sound and emotion. 
it was like waking from a dream. 


through the chaos of departure. 


had evidently been falling for some 
time, rounding out and pufling up the 
outlines of cars parked along the street. 
Alan stepped out to hail a taxi, but Vi 
stayed him. 

““Let’s be different. 
pleaded. 


“Okay. 


something about snow and hairdos not 


Let’s walk,” she 
But seems to me I’ve heard 


mixing.” 

“Who cares!” said V1. 

She tossed her head with a feeling of 
freedom. This was the kind of thing she 
loved. But George never believed in 
walking if you could ride. 

“All right. Who cares?” She could 
tell by the way Alan Gregory said it that 
walking was his choice too. He fell into 
“Don’t you think a 


night like this gives June a run for its 


step beside her. 


money?” 

Vi looked about her as they walked. 
The cornices of the old houses in that 
part of the city, the curves of window 
embrasures, the intricate patterns of iron 
accented 


balustrades were exquisitely 


with white. Every branch, every least 
twig of the elms that soared above them 
was etched in a lacy pattern against the 
night. No wind deflected the fall of the 
flakes that already were clustering in the 
crisp ripples of Alan Gregory’s hair. 
Voices of passing people, the noises of 
traflic, were muffled to a musical far- 
away sound. Around the street lamps 
spaces of light received them for a few 
paces, then gave them back to the falling 
After the warmth 
of the concert hall the freshness of the 


snow and darkness. 


air tingled against Vi’s face and filled her 
lungs with an exhilaration comparable 
to that of the music she had just heard. 
Alan 


touch of his hand on her elbow, were a 


Gregory’s voice, the occasional 
part of the completeness of this experi- 
ence. Yes, thought Vi, a night like this 
could give June a run for its money. 
Alan said good-night to her at the 
outer door, waiting until he saw her 
safely inside, then, with that character- 
Vi started 
up the stairs, trying to go softly because 
of the line of light under Marcia Lees’ 
door. She wanted to keep the delicacy 
and perfection of this evening whole and 
unblemished. 


istic salute, went his way. 


Before she slept there 
were a number of things she had to 
rethink. Tomorrow, with its ordinary 
contacts, was another day, the day on 


which George would be told and, 
necessary, placated. 

But there was no escape. Marcia 
door whisked open. Marcia beckon 
imperatively, a silent signal because 
sleeping inmates of other rooms near by 
Grudgingly Vi entered, to find Gra 
Pullen there, a light of expectancy 
her eyes. 

“You prodigal!” said Marcia, closir 
the door behind her. “‘Grace and I hay 
just been talking you over. Now let’ 
hear all about that fatal nephew ot 
Miss Gregory’s.”’ 

Vistood, making no move to unbutto 
her coat, feeling an occasional trickle a 
the snowflakes in her hair began t 
melt. Mechanically she wiped it awa 
with her gloved finger, the photographic 
relics of Marcia’s affairs watching he: 
with prophe tic eyes. Marcia and Grac 
fairly 


their mouths 


watering to hear, not about the music, 


were waiting, 


the magic of walking through the snowy 
night, the warm quick exchange of ideas 
over a cup of coffee at acorner restaurant, 
but whether he had made love to her, 
whether he had kissed ber. 

“Don’t be “Here's 
the program. Do you want to see it?” 

Marcia 
ously, but Grace took it with fluttery 


politeness. 


**Now silly?” Marcia 
demanded. Her eyes narrowed mali- 


“Know what I think? I'll bet 


isn’t the marrying 


silly,”” she said. 


waved it away contemptu- 


who's being 
clously. 
you anything he 
kind 


Her last word was an arrow tipped 


either.” 


Scarcely realizing that it 
had struck her, Vi asked, “What do you 
either?” 


Marcia shrugged and reached a long 


with poison. 
mean 


red nail to touch Vi’s jewelled-flower 
earrings. 

“New?” 

Vi nodded. “‘George gave them to me 
for my birthday.” 

“My, aren’t you 
Grace. “He 


everything, doesn’t he?” 


lucky!’ 


gives you just 


sighed 
about 


“Everything,” said Marcia. “ Except 


an engagement ring. See what I mean?” 
For one hateful moment her malicious 
jealous eyes held Vi in a 
The instant Vi had 


brushed her aside and was fleeing to her 


smile, her 
paralysis. next 
own room, quivering under the vicious- 
ness of it. She slumped on the bed in the 
darkness, not able, somehow, to turn on 
the light on the little 
the table that held 
photograph. 


table beside it, 


George’s framed 


TRY AS she might she could not erase 
the thrust from her consciousness. Ther 
seemed no help tn telling herself that it 
was slander begotten by envy. Time and 
time again the cold inescapable fact 
battered at her. George had not given 
her an engagement ring. Behind it was 
another, more chilling fact. He had 
never even mentioned an engagement. 

When they first met he had told her 
he was mad about her, she was the only 
girl for his money, she looked like a 
million, some day he meant to have a 
million, and they’d spend it together. It 
came vividly to mind how, that night of 
Fay’s house-warming, he spoke of Fay 
having hooked Mack after playing he: 
cards well. He had said it was hard for a 
man to avoid being tied down to a coa! 
shovel and a lawnmower. At the time 
she had put it down as ordinary mal: 
talk for the sake of getting the inevitabl: 
rise out of women. That same nigh 














Fay’s phrase, ‘There's always George,” 
had started a deep undercurrent below 
Vi’s conscious mind, strong enough to 
make her say what she had about not 
having seen George since they first met. 
It was really true. And George had said 
that night that he was afraid of her 
getting ideas. Then why had he practi- 
cally monopolized her for these two years? 

There was an answer to that, too. 
From forgotten corners of her mind 
came remembrances of old stories, of 
girls who had been fooled into becoming 
protection for a man against the wiles of 
others of her sex, either until he finally 
saw one he really wanted, or attained 
safety as a confirmed bachelor. The gi:!? 
When the “ Keep Off” sign was removed 
did she become as faded as Grace Pullen, 
or as predatory as Marcia? 

Vi shivered. There had always been 
George for her. It was difficult now to 
imagine life without his constant atten- 
tion. Five times a week and time and a 
half on holidays, as Miss Gregory had 
said, She began to regret, almost, her 
impulsive acceptance of Alan Gregory’s 
invitation. She was not looking forward 
to telling George about it. It had to be 
done, too, or Marcia would do it for her. 
Marcia was the kind to reach out for 
other women’s men, if she saw the 
slightest loophole. 

“Tt’s beginning already,” thought Vi 
drearily as she made herself go through 
the bedtime routine of hair-brushing 


and face-creaming. “At the mere 
thought of insecurity I’m _ turning 
catty.” 


She would be very diplomatic with 
George. She knew just how to handle 
him, Her most provocative dress, her 
smoothest hairdo, her arms around his 
neck showing him how nice the new ear- 
rings looked . .. 

She dressed with unusual care and 
waited for him with a tense anticipation. 
Once when the lower door opened and 
shut she flew to stand ready at the door 
handle, thinking it was George. But 
hearing an indistinct mumbling of voices 
below, she went back to the mirror for a 
final touch, Absorbed, the next thing she 
heard was his step coming along the hall 
outside. She turned to call, “Come in. 
I'm just ready.” As he opened the door 
she began to turn slowly, arms bent 
gracefully upward, fingers artistically 
curved, as models did it, and waited for 
the usual exclamation of approval. 

It didn’t come. 

The minute she looked at him she 
yuessed why. One of the voices she had 
heard a moment ago was male. His. The 
other was feminine. Marcia’s. 


HE DUMPED his coat and hat on the 
nearest chair and took out his cigarette 
case with heavy deliberation. Not even 
a flicker of involuntary approval came 
to his eyes at sight of the flowing lines 
of her hyacinth blue dress, a color that 
was his favorite. 

“So you’ve been two-timing me,” he 
said, 

“Why 

Now she was twittering like Grace 
Pullen, but she had a sudden fear that 
he would turn and walk out. She lifted 
her chin, knowing exactly how the 
movement would send a sheen of light 
along the wave of hair that topped her 
forehead. With a man like George you 
studied such effects. They mattered 
that much. Until—until you found out 
how many other things mattered more. 
She could see that George expected her 


George—” 


to go twittery when he frowned. A 
second later, self-respect stiffened her. 

“If you remember,” she said levelly, 
“| had your permission—if I needed it— 
to find some other guy to take me to a 
symphony. That’s all there is to it. I 
would have told you tonight if you had 
given me a chance.” 

He took her calmness for meekness. 

“Well,” he said, reluctantly allowing 
himself to be mollified, “‘no man likes 
being made a fool of.” 

“What about me?” 

“What do you mean,* what about 
you?” 

Vi wished that hadn’t slipped out, but 
anger was beginning to burn. Marcia’s 
sneer about the engagement ring hadn’t 
lost its sting. But she couldn’t come 
right out bluntly with that. She went 
over and fingered a magazine on her 
table. 

“Oh, nothing,” she said. 

“Look, honey,” George said persua- 
sively, “let’s forget all this highbrow 
stuff that’s got you addled lately. You 
and I have places to go together. You’ re 
my sort. You know how to wear clothes. 
You look like a million. And you’re darn 
sweet.” 

He took her in his arms and tried to 
kiss her, but she drew away. 

“Is that—all, George?” 

“What else could it be?; Don’t you 
think I love you, honey?” 

This was the moment to relax and 
lift her face to his, but Vi stood unre- 
sponsive in George’s arms, 

“I’m beginning to wonder,” she said. 

Impatiently George released her. 

“Look, we can’t go on like this 
indefinitely—” 

“You're right, we can’t.” The 
dammed-up torrent of uncertainty, 
smarting pride and new experiences 
burst through. “‘ How long did you think 
dancing at the Roof, and the best seats 
at shows and—and earrings—could buy 
you protection from—from coal shovels 
and lawnmowers? Why wouldn’t I have 
ideas about them, too, even if I was 
supposed to be satisfied with looking like 
a million!” 

She had to set her jaw hard to prevent 
her lip from quivering. 

**So you think I’m a heel!” 

“If you’ve been flattering me to pro- 
tect you from girls out to hook you—to 

to play their cards well, I—I think 
you’re worse than a heel. You're a 
two-timer yourself. You’re a coward, 
hiding behind a woman for safety.” 

“You silly little girl—’’ George came 
toward her again with outstretched 
hands, but she backed away. “You're 
going to marry me. You know that, 
don’t you?” 

“How should I? This is the first time 
you've ever mentioned it.” 

“Now, Vi, honey—” He was turning 
on all his charm. Here, thought Vi, 
almost hysterically, was the cabbage 
field being offered at last. “I thought we 
took all that for granted. Now, that’s 
all settled, isn’t it?” He took her hands 
in his. “Such cold little hands. We'll 
soon fix that.” 

Viscarcely felt his clasp. 

“I’m not sure that it can be settled so 
easily,” she said slowly. “‘There are 
some things I’m afraid you couldn’t 
give me.” 

“Oh, if that’s all,” he smiled. “I'll 
give you anything, anything you want.” 

“You think you would, but you 
couldn’t.” 

“Name one thing.” 
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Don't Slave over 
Pans wit 


RILLO 


shines ‘em easy! 
as 


Brillo swoops off crust! The square, 
metal-fiber pad whisks pans spotless. 
Shining, too—because Brillo soap 
contains jeweler’s polish. Use Brillo 
every day to keep pans gleaming! 
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Chest Cold Misery 
Relieved by Moist Heat 
of ANTIPHLOGISTINE 


CHEST COLD 

SORE THROAT 

BRONCHIAL 
IRRITATION 


The moist heat of an 
ANTIPHLOGISTINE poul- 
tice relieves cough, tight- 
ness of chest cold, bronchial 
irritation and simple sore 
throat. 

Apply ANTIPHLOGISTINE 
poultice ju-t hot enough to 
be comfortable—then feel 
the moist heat go right to 


SPRAIN, BRUISE 
SORE MUSCLES 
BOILS 


work on that cough, tight- 
ness of chest, muscle soreness. Does good, feels 


good for several hours. 
The moist heat of an ANTIPHLOGISTINE 


poultice also reduces swelling, and relieves pain 
due to a boil, simple sprain, bruise, or similar 
injury or condition and limbers up stiff aching 
muscles. Get ANTIPHLOGISTINE (Aunty Flo) 
at any drug store NOW. 
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4) Give her Monogram 
Decorative Crystal. Exciting 
new open stock designs that 
she may add to proudly. 

MONOGRAM 

arent Ts Crystal 
At better stores everywhere 





He was sure of himself now, sure of 
her, sure that a gift would settle any 


difficulty, fill any gap. 


‘oC , ' : 
“Come on,” he urged. “‘Name it and 
it’s yours.” 


“Candlesticks,” said Vi breathlessly. 


“Sheffield candlesticks.” 


“Til buy you a pair tomorrow, if that’s 
what you want.” 

“There’s more to giving than just 
buying, George, the kind of giving I'm 
thinking of.” 

“What other kind is there, for Pete’s 
sake?” 

“There's 


well—giving a bit of your- 


self, and—well—giving all their back- 


| vround with them, too.” 


““Aren’t you asking a Jot?” 

“Yes. [suppose | am.” 

“Now, you’re coming to your senses. 
You can’t have everything, you know.”’ 

Vi caught him up. 

“You said a minute ago that I could.” 

“Sure. Sure. But that was common 
sense. Dollars and sense, if you like. 
And here’s another bit of sense, honey. 
Men aren’t so casy to come by, even 
your pedigreed candlestick kind. “* And,” 
he added shrewdly, “that kind doesn’t 
usually have the wherewithal to supply 
matter how 
As for 
symphonies, if you want them, thevy’r 


Only 


through them. 


your fancy doo-dads, no 


much they know about them. 


don’t expect me to sit 
I'll take you there and 


pick you up afterward, whenever you 
a 


yours. 


want to go. Is that a bargain 
Vi looked up at him, studying his face. 
By the 


heavv-jowled and prosperous, pleased 


time he was 335 he would b« 


with himself and his possessions, includ- 


, 
ing his wife. His wife, if she reached 
toward things he didn’t like, would have 
to smother her inclinations, or live her 


That 


lonelier as the years went on. You would 


own life. was lonely, would be 
never be able to talk to George about 
anything beyond the narrow world in 
which he lived and was satisfied. Already 
she and George were talked out. Essen- 
tially, they had said all they would ever 


Was the 
She had 


have to say to each other. 
cabbage field worth the price ? 
to decide now. 
“It’s a bargain,” she said. “* But—but 
not for me.” 
A dark red flush rose above George’s 
Har. 
““T warn you,” he said, “that if this is 
the brush-off, it’s final as far as I’m 


“ He says be wants 
to settle down in 
Canada and start all 


over again,” 


concerned. Don’t think I’m the kind 
to begin telephoning every day and go 
down on my knees to see if you really 
mean it.” 

“No, I don’t think you're the kind,’ 
said Vi. Her almost 
frightened her. 

George picked up his hat and coat 


own calmness 


and stopped with his hand on the door 
knob. 

“I’m not the kind, either,” 
“to be coaxed, once my mind is made 


he said, 


9 
up. 
“T’ve known that, too,” 


“ for 


replied Vi, 


nearly two years. Good-by, 


George.” 


THE MINUTE he was out of the room 
a cold panic of finality shook her. She 
stood twisting her lingers togethe tT. then 
ran out into the hall and along to the 
stair-head. Then, with a sense of relief, 
she heard the lower door slam shut. 
“Don’t tell 


voice, “that you and dear George have 


me,” came a_ gloating 


had a scrap!” 
Vi braced 


Marc ia’s 


herself against 
spite, 


“All ri 


”» 
you. 


1.9 acd 
rit, sh« said, won t tell 


But Marcia was not easily snubbed. 
you'll run down and 


Miss 


careful. 


““Now I suppose 
your friend Gregory's 
Better b« You'll 
begin to look like her one of these days.” 
As if Marcia had not existed, Vi 


turned and went back to her room. She 


weep on 


shoulder. 


stood for a minute, looking at herself 


in the mirror as at a stranger. Then she 
smoothed her hair, put on some fresh 
lipstick and drew a deep breath. She was 
Vi Weston. She didn’t have to let herselt 


go all bitter and frustrated, or faded and 


dependent on crumbs of vicarious happi- | 


ness. There was a whole way of life to 
be explored, with laughter and under- 
standing, and even excitement. Now she 
had time for it. She would do just what 
Marcia had expec ted, but without tears. 

When she tapped on the door of the 
old Gregory drawing-room, it flew open 
with disconcerting suddenness. 


“Why, 


Gregory. His 


Alan 


with 


hello, there! said 


eyes brightened 
admiration as he stood smiling at her 
dark-fringed eyes and flushed cheeks. 
He held the door wide. “I’m just doing 
a post-mortem on last night’s concert 
with my aunt. Come in. 


support.” & 


I need you 
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work. Just sprinkle Sani-Flush. 
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CORNS STOPPED 


Instant Relief 


NEVER wait! At first 
sign of sore toes from 
tight shoes, protect them 
with Dr. Scholl’s Zino 
pads. You'll have instant 
relief and stop corns be- 
fore they can develop. 
But—if you have corns, 
callouses or bunions 

Zino-pads will relieve the 
pain almost like magic, 

Remove Corns, Callouses 
You'll marvel, too, how 
the separate Medications 
included speedily remove 
corns and callouses. Sold 
at all Drug, Shoe, Dept. 
Stores, Toiletry Counters. 


D! Scholls Zino-pads 





NO DULL 
DRAB HAIR 


When You Use This Amazing 
4 Purpose Rinse 


LOVALON, simple and quick to use after 
a shampoo, does these 4 things to give 
YOUR hair glamour and beauty: 


1. Brings out lustrous highlights. 
2. Adds a rich, natural tint to hair. 
3. Rinses away shampoo or soap film. 
4. Leaves hair soft, easy to manage. 


LOVALON does not permanently dye or 

bleach — merely tints the hair as it rinses. 

Comes in 12 flattering shades. Try Lovalon. 
At stores which sell toilet goods 


New Skin Tightener 
does Wonders! 


Surprise! Delight! Awaits your first trial of 
NEW SAXOLITE ASTRINGENT CREAM! 
It not only gives more youthful appearance 
by temporarily firming, tightening soft skin 
surface but likewise tends to close up pre- 
mature fine lines and wrinkles, subduing 
their prominence! The effect of this skin 
surface tightening is thrilling! This cream 
dries smoothly and evenly, eeaing an ex- 
cellent powder base, and makes soft skin 
surface of face and neck look and feel 
youthfully firmer! 


Saxolite Astringent Cream 


Sold at Cosmetic Counters Everywhere 


Kleptomania 


Continued from page 31 


plenty of pocket money and could 
have bought many of the things she 
stole. At last, ““Kleptomania or no 
kleptomania,” the outraged headmistress 
decided, “she’s leaving here.” 

Summoned and told of the thefts, the 
girl’s mother made an appointment with 
the family doctor. ‘“‘There is no drug 
or physic I can prescribe for your 
daughter,” said he. “No injection or 
operation will cure the tendency to steal. 
Take the girl to a good psychiatrist.” 

The doctor to whom the girl was 
finally taken saw before him a charming 
youngster, innocent, pretty, attractive, 
yet utterly uninterested in boys and 
completely remote from anything even 
faintly suggestive of sex. The mother 
treated her as a child, ordering her to 
“Sit over there and be still,” or “Speak 
up and tell the doctor why you took it,” 
quite as if her daughter were six instead 
of 16. The girl herself was obviously 
bored with the whole proceedings, re- 
marking only that she had no desire to 
grow up, and that if she had to grow up 
like other people, then she wanted to go 
on the stage and be a beautiful actress in 
romantic stories. 

The psychiatrist probed on, and was 
finally rewarded, Further psycho- 
analysis revealed that the girl had 
recurring dreams, dreams in which she 
was always sitting helpless in a chair 
while a hairdresser pierced her eardrum. 
Immediately caught by the suggestive 
note in the dream, the doctor questioned 
the girl at length about her early child- 
hood. Had any man ever frightened her? 
Yes, the girl recalled—her stepfather 
had. When she was still a little child, 
and during her mother’s absence from 
home, he had made improper overtures. 
She had been terrified of him and of all 
boys and men ever since. 

Dr. Fritz Wittels of Vienna, who 
relates this case history in one of his 
treatises, recognizes this girl’s early 
fright as the underlying cause for her 
kleptomania. Instead of love, which she 
spurns, says the doctor, she finds herself 
taking other things: money, books, 
trinkets, gloves. To cure her of her 
repeated thefts, prolonged and patient 
treatment would be required: treatment 
which would seek to cure the basis for 
the girl’s actions, not merely the actions 
themselves. 


WHY DOES a kleptomaniac steal? The 
reasons are varied. Some people, like 
the schoolgirl above, steal because they 
are unconsciously substitutingone action 
for another. Others may steal because of 
an unhealthy kind of mother love, be- 
cause of spite, because of early and 
unsuccessful competition with brothers 
and sisters, or simply because in the 
act of taking something they find a 
satisfaction, a “thrill,” in doing the 
forbidden. 

“Each case of kleptomania is a novel 
in itself,’ one delver into mental 
problems declared recently. 

Perhaps he was thinking of the 
strange case of Mrs. D... Much 
respected in her community, mother of 
several well-behaved children, she never- 
theless was a familiar sight in large 
department stores, where she had been 
arrested several times for stealing. 
Careful analysis by a skilled psychia- 
trist revealed that Mrs. D... as a baby 
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... yet her skin is 
bridal fresh! 


‘To have and to hold .. . the fresh, 
radiant beauty of a youthful skin. 
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contains Genocel* an active hormone 
ingredient, which helps to restrain the 
effect of years on the skin’s appearance. 
This active hormone ingredient is present 
in young skin, but often lacking in mature 
skin. A superbly rich emollient, Cream 
Concentrate is for all women who want to 
keep or recapture a young complexion. 


$5.00 


Cream Concentrate is known 
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had been nursed alternately by her own 
mother and by a grown-up married 
sister, neither of whom loved or wanted 
her, and that her whole childhood had 
been passed in an atomsphere of in- 
seeurity and loneliness. Neither her own 
husband, nor her own children, had been 
able to make up to her for the love anc 
affection she had been denied as a child. 
Her doctor saw her kleptomania as an 
expression of her deep-seated neurosis, 
and treated her accordingly. 

Miss L... presented a somewhat 
similar problem. At her birth, her 
parents were dismayed to find they had 
a girl instead of the boy they had set 
their hearts on. They were kind enough 
to her, but showed her no real love. 
Then, when she was five years old, her 
baby brother was born, and her parents 
gave up all pretense of being interested 
in her. They showed not the smallest 
sign of pride in her achievements, at 
school or socially. At 20, Miss L 
wa$ an experienced exhibitionist. She 
took the most extreme measures to 
attract men, only to reject them. Hand 
in hand with her exhibitionism went her 
kleptomania: she stole recklessly, from 
strangers and from her own family. She 
even dreamed of stealing. To her doctor 
she confessed one day, “I steal because 
I want to be a crook. If I knew I was a 
crook, then I would feel that there was 
some reason why people hated me.” 

Most (some doctors go so far as to say 
all) cases of kleptomania are related, 
directly or indirectly, to sex. 

“Normal sex tendencies are un- 
developed in kleptomaniacs,” states a 
famous Austrian specialist. 

And, “Sexual maladjustment is at 
the bottom of all such cases,” a Toronto 
psychiatrist aflirms. “Many klepto- 
maniacs are latently homosexual.” As 
with dipsomania or pyromania or even 
so simple-appearing a habit as sleep- 
walking, kleptomania is merely one way 
in which a person’s sexual malad- 
justment shows itself. 


WHO IS a kleptomaniac? The answer 
is best discovered in a description of who 
is not a kleptomaniac. Many peopk 
have learned to divide all thieves into 
two groups: criminals, and klepto- 
maniacs. Criminals are commonly 
supposed to steal as a carecr, taking 
articles of known value and selling them 
for ready cash. All other thieves are 
popularly thought to fall into the 
category of “kleptomaniacs.” 

This belief, according to medical 
authorities, is a great error. 

The kleptomaniac, they hold, is 
only one type of person who may steal. 
Half-a-dozen other types and persons 
(none of them out-and-out criminal in 
nature and few of them interested in 
stealing as a means of livelihood) are 
known to “lift” articles in stores and 
private homes withdismaying regularity. 
This group may include (1) Borderline 
Mental Defectives, of whom doctors 
admit with a shrug, “They just don’t 
know any better”; (2) Psychopaths who, 
unlike the kleptomaniac, are under no 
real compulsion to steal but who seem to 
be mentally bent on their own destruc- 
tion and that of the society in which 
they live; (3) Schizophbrenics, or the 
so - called “Split Personality”; (4) 
Persons who suffer from Manic-depres- 
swe Psychosis and are about to enter 
into the manic phase of their illness, The 
every action of such persons is exag- 
gerated and unpredictable. And (5) 
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If your old eavestroughs and down- 
spouts are giving up to the ravages of 
rust, causing damage to your house and 
grounds ; ; ; here is good news! 


Copper, rustless Anaconda Copper, 
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repairs. Call your roofing contractor 
today and ask him to estimate on a new 
rain disposal system that can never rust 
out. Because of its long, trouble-free 
service, you'll find that durable, de- 
pendable copper costs less per year 
than rustable metal. Send today for 
our free klet, “Your Enduring 
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Normal persons, who are in desperate 
need and who steal because they 
urgently require food or clothing. 

None of these groups should be con- 
fused with the true kleptomaniac, who 
differs from all of them in one important 
respect: be cannot belp stealing. He has 
an “insane impulse.” 

How is this insane impulse to be 
recognized? Doctors agree that it has 
three main characteristics. First, the 
kleptomaniac does not have to see a 
thing to want to steal it—the impulse to 
steal is with him already. Secondly, the 
kleptomaniac is physically, mentally and 
emotionally unable to resist the impulse 

he can no more halt his hand as it 
reaches out to take an object than an 
insane murderer can stop in the action of 
killing his victim. And thirdly, once the 
kleptomaniac has stolen, he is satisfied 
for the time being. His anxiety dies 
down, his tension relaxes. 

In the library of a psychiatrist I 
visited, | came across a medical text- 
book which described the terrible case of 
a man who had an obsession with the 
number 13, so that he was compelled 
to count the letters of sentences, watch 
the signs on streetcars, and shun any- 
thing that might bring the fiendish 
number to his attention. If a friend 
greeted him with “Oh, good morning,” 
he hurried off trembling, because the 
grecting had 13 letters in it. If, later in 
the day, someone said“ Good afternoon” 
to him, it was enough to upset him for 
hours. Finally his whole life 
dominated by the compulsion to count 
letters. and avoid places and people 


was 


and at length his mind gave way and he 
was committed to a mental hospital. 

“The kleptomaniac acts under a com- 
pulsion just as crazy, just as illogical, 
and often just as strong as that of the 
man who was afraid of the letter 13,” the 
psychiatrist told me. 


IF PSYCHIATRISTS are extremely 
aware of the unbalanced mental state of 
the kleptomaniac, most department 
stores are less interested. So far as they 
are concerned, the kleptomaniac is just 
one more shoplifter, a species of 
humanity that has been with them, to 
their infinite annoyance, ever since 
department stores began. 

A big New York store loses close to a 
million dollars a year on account of 
shoplifters, including the wages of 100 
“spotters.” Another has 25 spotters 
wandering through the aisles, arresting 
three or four people every day. Neverthe- 
less it figures a loss of $100,000 a year 
from theft. (Officials of the firm say 
they would lose a lot more were it not 
for the huge signs prominently dis- 
played in the store—in Spanish, English, 
Italian, Yiddish and Polish 
customers “* Dishonesty Means Prison 
Don’t Bring Disgrace on your Family.’’) 

How many of these thousands of 
shoplifters, arrested by store detectives 
for theft of every article under the sun 


warning 


and varying in price from five cents to 
$500, are real kleptomaniacs, is any- 
body’s guess. 

Snorted an executive of one big Cana- 
dian department store when I questioned 
him, “‘Kleptomaniacs? That’s a word 
I’ve suspected ‘respectable’ 
people use to cover up a multitude of 
their pilfering sins.” 

He went on to say that of the 1,528 
shoplifters brought before him last year, 
not one at the time of arrest had admit- 
ted “I can’thelpit. I’makleptomaniac.” 


always 
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The nearest they got to such an admis- 
sion was a sobbing “I just don’t know 
For that matter, | 
he went on, in many years of experience | 
he had never come across the much- 
quoted case of the embarrassed husband 
who had a standing arrangement with 
the store to keep track of his klepto- 
maniac wife’s thefts and forward a bill to 


him at the end of each month. 





what came over me.” 


doubted if there ever was such a 
situation. 

“Does no one ever plead kleptomania, 
then?” I asked. 

“Oh, yes,” he said, “but only later on, 
if the case reaches the courts, and if the 
defendant’s family wants to hire a 
lawyer to plead insanity.” When this 
happens, he said, the judge may order a 
mental examination of the shoplifter by 
a qualified court psychiatrist. If the 
psychiatrist asserts that the woman, or 
man, is indeed a recognized klepto- 
maniac, the jail sentence may be 
changed to a period in a mental hospital. 
The store itself apparently has no 
interest in proving for or against 
kleptomania, nor any particular interest | 
in whether the shoplifter ends up in jail 
or hospital, “‘Just so long as he doesn’t 
come back here .. .”” is their attitude. 

The manifest unfairness of — this 
situation is that there are at present in 
Canada no facilities whereby a klepto- 
maniac of average family and little 
money may avail himself of psychiatric 
help and avoid a useless term in jail for 
his “crime.” 


Our courts provide no 
preliminary routine mental examina- 
tion of persons charged with infractions 


of the Criminal Code. (True, sometimes | | 





an enlightened judge will recognize the 
manifest absurdity of the actions of a| 
defendant, and will remand him for 
mental examination.) 

A second weakness lies in the two | 


routine questions that our Canadian |/ 


courts ask of a psychiatrist certifying | 


kleptomania for his patient. They are, | c 


| 
\@ 


first, ““Does the defendant know the 
difference between right and wrong?” 
and secondly, “‘Does he know the| 
nature and quality of his act?” In| 
truthfully answering “Yes” to both 
these questions—for kleptomaniacs do 
indeed theoretically know that it is 
wrong to steal, and that they have 
stolen—the doctor realizes that his 
unfortunate patient will be convicted 
and sent to jail, kleptomania or no| 
kleptomania. What the doctor knows, 
and what the court does not take into 
consideration, is that the kleptomaniac | 
is not a sane man, and that these two | 
questions—which may clinch the case 
for the law against a sane, normal man— | 
are not extensive enough to truly deter- 
mine the responsibility of an insane | 
person for his actions. 

To explain further: psychiatrists point | 
out that “For each of us the object | 
exists twice—once as it is, and once as it 
seems to us (that is, symbolically).” 
So that the watch that a kleptomaniac 
steals on a sudden, irresistible impulse 
may not be only a watch to him; instead, 
it may represent something else entirely 
—something he never had in his child- 
hood, something he longs for in his 
grown-up life, something he needs at the 
moment to give his troubled mind 
assurance and rest. 

Ridiculous? Far-fetched? Maybe so, 
to the normal mind of a healthy person. 
But to the insane mind of the klepto- 
maniac such twisted reasoning is natural, 
logical, and perfectly clear. 
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9471S A MERCURY YEAR / 









ERE are MERCURY 
stockings that enchant the 
woman who wears them and 
the men who admire... 
sheer MERCURIES in fashion’s 


<y 


~~ and LINGERIE that lasts! 


Sheerness can be tough... 
Mercury Lingerie. A famous 
stitch—Tricot-knit—gives you wear 

in this glamorous lingerie of 
nylon-over-rayon. Slips and panties 
fit perfectly . . . flatter your 

figure! And Mercury lingerie washes 
easily ... dries in a wink... 

needs no ironing! 


when it's 














Among the well-dressed ...it’s 
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NYLON ...takes to the Ski Runs 


ee» AND SKIERS TAKE TO NYLON, NOW AVAILABLE IN A WIDE RANGE OF 


SMARTLY STYLED SKI JACKETS. TESTED AND APPROVED BY TOP-NOTCH 
PROS, THESE LIGHTWEIGHT WINDPROOF GARMENTS OFFER EXCEPTIONAL 
WARMTH AND, REMEMBER, THEY RETAIN THEIR FRESH APPEARANCE 
UNDER ALL CONDITIONS. WHY? BECAUSE OF THE QUALITIES INHERENT 
IN NYLON FABRIC: MOISTURE RESISTANCE, RUGGED DURABILITY AND 
LIGHTNESS THAT ELIMINATES BULK. COME WINTER, SHOP FOR ONE OF 
THESE NYLON SKI JACKETS, IDENTIFIED BY THE TAG WHICH IS YOUR 
GUIDE TO QUALITY NYLON MERCHANDISE. 


NY~-47-8 
NYLON DIVISION + CANADIAN INDUSTRIES LIMITED + P.O. BOX 10, MONTREAL 














































é Flattery of Fur 


By Evelyn Kelly LET’S FACE IT... . a fur coat is 


Fashion Editor 


in the four-figure bracket or below 


won't make a hasty decision. 


there’s a range in prices that start from 


under four hundred. 


squirrel coat, however exquisite and 


who gives her coat 


the wheel of a car. 


are points for careful thought and 





and upkeep if you would have it give 


full value for your money. 





a luxury. Whether yours will be 


the five hundred mark you'll look 
them all over... try them on... know 


exactly what you’re buying. You 


FROM MOUTONS TO PERSIAN LAMBS 


two hundred dollars on up to a thousand. 
You'll hear and read about . . . glimpse, 
examine maybe .. . fabulous wraps of 
ermine or mink mutations or nutria.. . 


whose prices soar into five figures. 


BUT IN BETWEEN there’s racoon, muskrat 
hacks, imitation sealskins, moutons — 


all good-looking, good-wearing furs, and 


YOUR WAY OF LIVING is your guide 


to the kind of fur you choose. A soft 


luxurious, is not for the career 
girl on her own hard-earned budget . . . 


nor for the busy lady-of-the-house 


hard wear shopping and behind 


THE TYPE OF FUR, its suitability and 


styling in relation to your figure 


discussion with a reputable furrier. 


FROM THEN ON, a fur coat... one of 
fashion’s supreme elegancies ... is in the 
same category as an automobile .. . it’s 


an investment requiring care, repair 
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So far there has been no completely deceptive sub- 
stitute for genuine Canadian beaver. Here you 
see it three-quarter length with very full, snug- 
wristed sleeves, generously and adroitly molded 
to display its rich silver shadings, the hallmark 
identifying true Canadian beaver. By Posluns. 


ee meee re eam 


This thigh-hugging wrap of shining black Persian 
lamb is the most extreme silhouette, in coats, to 
appear on fashion’s horizons. Double pleats fall 
from the shoulders, releasing back fullness, and 
taper in to a sudden fingertip length. By Fredriea. 
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All three designs by Frederica. 


UNDREDS of happy, mild-tem- 

pered little animals would drop 

dead in their tracks if they 

suspected the amazing fate await- 

ing them just past the next fashion 
intersection. 

Mary’s famous pet would be surprised 
too about the complete metamorphosis 
of a woolly lamb. 

And nowadays even a _ wide-eyed 
kitten isn’t safe once it reaches the cat 
estate. 

Perhaps the old nursery tune about 
getting a “little rabbit skin to wrap the 
Baby Bunting in” turned furriers’ minds 
toward all the possibilities of rabbit fur. 
Today rabbits have (or 
after-lives!) than a cat. From all over 
the world—Europe, America, China, 
Japan—they’re gathered into fashion’s 
fold for the processing of 20 or more 
popular-priced, excellent imitations of 
their higher-priced relatives. The best 
rabbits of all, we from 
Holland. 

Just to mention a couple: you'll sce 
good imitation “ocelot” which is dyed 


more lives 


hear, come 


and stencilled rabbit; expensive-looking 
“summer ermine”... rabbit 
dyed and striped. 

One of the least expensive, best- 
wearing furs on the current markets is 
the versatile mouton . . . sheared 
lamb, processed and plasticized. Mou- 


again, 


Again, the wrapped look of th. 
1910-14 era, done in supple Ma- 
tara Alaska sealskin. Here is a 
example of the current vogue for 
hoods ... and in harmony with 
it a simple, straighter, cuffed 
sleeve that has fullness wher 
needed for comfort and ease. 


ton has great warmth, is moisture-proo! 
and seems to go from season to season 
without any apparent wearing-out. Too, 
lamb is now sheared, dyed and stencilled 
to give a good imitation of leopard. 

Another nice-looking brown, thickish 
fur may puzzle you until you discover 
that it’s just a plain housecat. 

In the higher-priced and luxury furs 
strange and beautiful things have been 
happening of recent years: 

Mink, for example, has not only gone 
completely color-mad in all kinds of 
ethereal mutations . . . beiges ... 
blues . . . silvery blonds . . . but now 
it comes out pure white. Albino, they 
call it . . . and its price would be the 
equivalent of a nice suburban home 
complete with recreation room and two- 
car garage. 

Ermine, not to be outdone, now 
takes on a golden wheat tone . . . also 
at an astronomical cost to The Man in 
somebody’s life. 

The reason for this colossal price is 
the capital investment sunk into re- 
search and experiment for the cross- 
breeding and interbreeding of animals 
which are small, delicate, high-strung 
and sometimes exceedingly non- 
co-operative. 

Alaska sealskin appears now not 
only in black but in two luscious new 
shades: Safari, a plum-toned brown, 
and Matara, a brown neutral. 

Canadian beaver seems more won- 
derful than ever this year, because of 
the way its silver shadings blend into the 
very soft background of this rich-piled 
fur. This is the year to buy beaver if 
it’s the fur you covet. 

Raccoon coats are not as bulky as 
they used to be several years back. The 
skins are cut and shaped dextrously so 
they can be handled and draped just 
like a fabric. 

There’s rumor of raccoon being 
sheared and dyed to resemble nutria so 
closely that even the experts have to 
look twice at it. These same creative 
furriers have succeeded too in manipulat- 
ing raccoon to look like silver fox. 

Muskrat backs are being made up 
into very smooth-looking numbers. 
They give excellent wear and are a good 
buy at about $400. Muskrat bellies 
(smaller pieces, more definite mar kings) 
are also good value at around $300. 
Good Persian paws are available in 
coats under $400. 

Leopards stay at about $1,200. . 
it’s one of the really expensive kind of 
cats! Ocelot is some five hundred less. 


THE FASHION IN FURS is illustrated 
in the photographs here and on the 
previous page. These are high-priced 
coats, but their styling is what you can 
look for in more moderately priced furs 

Fur prices are going up again, al- 
though it’s not expected they'll reach 
wartime’s all-time high. 

Three general types are in evidence: 
the hooded casual coat; the coat whose 
panels start in fitted princess lines above 
the bodice, flare to a wide, rippling 
hemline. And if you like a full-swinging 





For the little lady, five-foot-five 
or under, a redingote style in 
Matara Alaska sealskin. It has 
inverted back pleats falling into 
a snugged-in-waist. The front 
bodice is double-breasted, has 
flattering notched revers. 


style there’s the third group in eny clop- 
ing, cloaklike silhouette ... best for 
wear over a woollen suit. 

Sleeves and shoulders are softer. 
more natural. 
conservatively yet generously fashioned 
designs all the way to huge, cuffed 
balloonlike treatments. 

Collars may be small . . . or large 
shawls . 
leted . . 


Sleeve shapes vary from 


sometimes they’re cape- 
. or they may be hoods that 
drop into draped cowls. But... and 
thank goodness for it!... all the 
newest fur coats have collars again. 
Lengths vary. Obviously with 
longer hemlines there'll be new prob- 
lems, new decisions to make. Your coat 
should be either the same length as your 


dress or sufficiently shorter (a three- 
quarter length, or seven-eighths, which- 
ever you call it—this fractional dif- 
ference!) to look as if its length is 
intentional, and not an ungroomed 
compromise with last year’s hemlines! 
Unfortunately it’s too easy for a dress 
showing below a coat to land in the 
same annoying classification as a slip 
dangling below a dress hem. 

Because a fur coat is usually a three- 
season-or-more affair (for most of us 
stay a little on 
the conservative side when you finally 
invest in a fur coat. No matter how 
breathtakingly glamorous you find the 
extremities of style in some of the 
newest coats, take it easy. 

Be smart and pretty by all means! 
. . « but be pretty practical too. 


at least) we say: 


Safari Alaska sealskin is 
handled in the new way, 
like supple fabric, to cre- 
ate the peignoir _ sil- 
houette. Gathered full- 
ness from neck to hem 
makes this particularly 
good for taller figures. 
The rippling shoulder 


capelet is detachable. 


Love=-quiz . 


id 
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. For Married Folks Only 


WHY IS HE WRITING 
TO ANOTHER WOMAN ? 


Her husband's cooling love... his apparent disloyalty ... may 
be largely her fault. She may have become neglectful of proper 


feminine hygiene. 


Can such neglect affect married happiness ? 


Doctors say many wives kill romance this way . . . stress that 
intimate daintiness demands effective douching. For this, you 
can depend on “‘Lysol”’ brand disinfectant. 


How does “Lysol” rate among other disinfectants ? 


Less “Lysol” is more effective than many other, weaker anti- 
septics. “Lysol”, a proved germ and odour killer, is effective 
not only in the test tube but in contact with organic matter. 


How about homemade solutions—tlike salt, or soda ? 


No weak, makeshift solution can compare with “Lysol” for 


cleansing effectively. 


ALWAYS USE “LYSOL” in the douche. See what a difference complete 
daintiness makes in renewed charm and married romance. 


Check these facts with your doctor 


Many doctors recommend 
“Lysol” brand disinfectant for 
Feminine Hygiene. Non- 
caustic, “Lysol” is non-injurious 
to delicate membrane. Its 
clean, antiseptic odour quickly 
disappears. Highly  con- 
centrated “Lysol” is economi- 
cal in solution. Follow easy 
directions for correct douching 
solution, 


For Feminine 
Hygiene use 


Brand Disinfectant 


Every time 


WHY 4 OUT OF 5 PREFER ““LYSOL*’! 


It’s safe. For over 50 years “Lysol” has had the 
acceptance of the medical profession . . . and 
of mothers and housewies, too. it's the 
standard antiseptic in modern hospitals 
throughout the world. Its continued leadership 
is besed upon the confidence of the most 
prominent doctors. No other general antiseptic 
and disinfectont enjoys such absolute trust or is 
so widely recommended. 


FREE BOOKLET! Learn the truth about intimate 
hygiene and its important role in morried happiness. 
Mail this coupon to Dept. M.H., Lehn & Fink (Canado ) 
Li mited, 37 Hanne Avenve, Toronto 3, Ontario, for 
frankly informing FREE booklet in piain envelope. 


Copr., 1947 by Lehn & Fink (Canada) Ltd 
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ong Skirts Whisper Again 










HIS winter’s gala evening frocks repeat some of history’s most 
colorful pages, bring to life moods and fashions from fabulous 
paintings. For it’s been years since so many luxury fabrics 
have appeared on fashion’s horizons: rich velvets in golden 
bronze tones and deep blues ... paper taffetas threaded with 
metallics . . . imported lace over layers of underskirts, and heavy 
rustling satins. You can step happily into the picture in any one 
of these newest designs, planned for this season’s exquisite fabrics. 

No. 2227 has a peplumed overskirt billowing over the four- 
sectioned flared skirt; the neckline is cut round and low. Dramatic 
in white taffeta with overskirt and mitts (pattern included) of fine 
black lace. 

No. 2219, a portrait frock, elegant and arresting, is a style to 
be worn proudly for years, the sort of dress you can rely on. Try it in 
a rich dark shade, a moiré or possibly heavy jacquard satin—black 
perhaps, w ith huge flaming flowers caught in the skirt’s fold. Front 
and back views show how the peplum sweeps to a swallowtail line 


in the back. 


No. 2230 is a cleverly manipulated design for the w ider-hipped 
figure that needs upper bodice building up. It has petal sleeves, 
and one section of the bodice is draped into anasymmetrical seam. 
The lower left skirt repeats the draping to give the frock a graceful 
slimming effect. Chiffon, fine crepe or any material with good 
drapability should be used in this style. 


For pattern descriptions and details for ordering see page 79, 
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Are you 
in the know? 





How can a gal ask a boy out? 


“Let's have a coke” 


"Meet me at the movies’ 


Invite him to your home 


He's shy about a date? Here's how you 
can make the bid, gracefully: 
your femme friend and her joe 


Corral 


invite them (and your shy guy) for a 
platter or ping-pong session at your 


foursomes, 


There's safety in 
and no need to be self-conscious. And 
blush proof if you use 
with 


home. 


too, you're 
Quest, the powder ueodorant, 
your sanitary pad. It’s soft, 
soothing ... absorbs mois- 
ture, helps prevent chafing 
and destroys odours com- 
pletely. 





Do you choose the colours of 
your clothes — 


To copy your gal pol 
To suit your colour-type 
Because they're hi-fashion 


A colour that’s becoming for one chick 
can be her gal pal’s poison! The trick 
is to find shades to suit your own 
colour-type. ‘Tuck materials of assorted 
hues under your chin. Whichever 
befriends your skin tone and tresses 

that’s for you! It’s a poise-booster. 
So too, (on “calendar” 
days) is the Kotex 
W onderform Belt. It’s 
dainty, adjustable 
washable, and fits 
snugly without 
binding. 




















Why Women Win in Winni 
V Omen VO in Winniped 
Continued from page 7 

thousands. And who, but women, would 
think up an attractive small pamphlet 
with their candidates’ pictures, and an 
attractive blotter, and pay dignified 
old-age pensioners to distribute them 
personally from door to door? 

The Personal Contact Committee is 
on the same level for ingenuity and 
enterprise. Its convener breaks Ward 
One into apartment houses and blocks. 
An apartment house convener is named 
for each unit and she gets as many sub- 
conveners as she deems necessary. The 
house-to-house joint convener handles 
her streets in the same way. Then, each 
prospect, especially each suite in the 
apartment block, is covered by a per- 
sonal call and a telephone call, asking 
for support for the candidate. And— 
a heart-warming idea— is that of having 
scores of elderly, bed-ridden, infirm, 
some blind, old warriors of other days, 
handling hundreds of telephone can- 
vasses. Real interest and very little 
discourtesy are reported from door-to- 


| door or telephone canvass. Of course, 


the committee schools its canvassers. 
Their instructions are “choose people 
of personality for the personal canvass. 
Above all, be tactful, look alert, pleased, 
rested and happy, then people will 
‘smile back’ and listen better.” 

Yes, Winnipeg’s Ward One Women 
Win because they work to win and 
they have mastered the “know-how.” 
Their pattern and program fall within 
the purpose and capacity of Canadian 


| women in any community if they, too, 


only have the will to work to win. The 
world, and our country as part thereof, 
are daily revealing more of weariness, 
uncertainty, fatigue and frustration. In 
no land nor in the United Nations is the 
voice or power of women at all potent 
and so our civilization faces crisis and 
perhaps disintegration with little or no 
effort to mobilize more than half its 
potential strength. And civilization, like 
charity, begins at home, in our own com- 
munities, 

In how many places in Canada will 
women take the challenge seriously 
enough to follow the effective pattern 
Winnipeg’s Ward One Women have 
tested and proved? # 


_ 


Pattern Descriptions 
2234— Misses’ Tuck-in Blouse in sizes 12 to 20. 
Size 16: 1% of 39”; 15% of 41”; 1% of 54 
Transfer included. Price 25c. 

225— Misses’ Nightgown and Negligee in 
sizes 12 to 20. Size 16, Nightgown: 3% of 35”; 
3 of 39” or 41”. Negligee: 4 of 39”; 354 of 41”: 
32 of 50”. All Over Lace: % of 35”. Price 
25c. 

109-—Misses’ and Women's Two-Piece Py- 
jama in sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20, 40, 42, 44, 46, 
48, 50. Size 16: 4 of 35”; 35% of 39”. Price 25c 
1839—Junior Misses’ and Misses’ Housecoat 
in sizes 11, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 18. Size 15: 5%. 
of 35°; SM of 39”; 3% of 54”. Transfer in- 
cluded. Price 25c. 

-220—Misses and Women's Slip in sizes 12 
14, 16, 18, 20, 40, 42, 44. Size 16: 242 of 35”; 
%s of 39"; 2% of 41”. Lace: 3% yards of 
142” width. Price 25c. 

2237—Girls’ Robe in sizes 7, 8, 10, 12, 14. 
Size 10; 3% of 35” or 3% of 39” faced quilting; 
: of 54” plain material. Price 25c. 

3 —Junior Misses’ and Misses’ One-Piece 
Evening Dress and Mitts in sizes 11, 12, 13, 14, 
15, 16, 18. Size 15: 7% of 35”; 6%% of 39”; 6 of 
41”. Overskirt, Peplum and Mitts: 6% of 35” 
lace. Price 25c. 

2219 — Misses’ One-Piece Evening Dress in 
sizes 12, 14, 16, 18. Size 16: 9% of 35”; 83% 
of 39” 8% of 41 7%, of 50”. Ribbon (Op- 
tional): 142 yards of 3” width. Price 25c. 
2230—Misses’ and Women's Evening Dress in 
Half Sizes: 14%, 1642, 18%, 20%, 22%, 
2445. Size 18%: 3% of 39” material with or 
without nap; 35% of 41”; 3 of 50”. Price 25c. 





Simplicity Patterns may be obtained from 
your local dealer, or by mail through the 
Pattern Department of Chatelaine Magazine, 
481 University Avenue, Toronto 2, 


Are you in 





Will you score with your 


("] Cheer-hoppy 
[| Sweet and silent 
A quiz kid 


Gals should know football !—squires com- 
plain. Block that “kick”—by boning up, 
beforehand, Then get with the game! Have 





What's this paper doll trying to do ? 


Get into print 
Scoop the news 
{| A slight-of-hand trick 


Are outsize paws your problem? They'll 
seem smaller if you make them less con- 
spicuous. With one hand, practice crum- 
pling a sheet of newspaper into a ball. 
That's a trick to limber hands, lend them 
grace... (aconfidence builder!). At “those” 
times, too, you can gain self-assurance . . . 
with Kotex, and that exclusive safely centre, 
And because Kotex comes in 3 sizes, you 
can choose the napkin suited to you. 
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the know ? 


stadium squire, if you're 


fun! Better to cheer your head off than be 
sweetly mute or a question-box. And don’t 
let calendar interference faze you. Just 
depend on Kotex: it’s made to slay soft 
while you wear it. And teamed with a Kotex 
Sanitary Belt (all-elastic — adjustable — 
bind-proof!) Kotex keeps you in blissful 
comfort, from kickoff to final whistle! 





“a 


What this lonesome lass lacks is=— 


Goldilocks 
Good standing 
Gorgeous gams 


It takes more than honey-hued tresses 
and trim pegs to make an impression. 
Avoid that Leaning Tower look. Since it 
comes from toting textbooks on one 
favoured side—shift the ballast! Good 
standing improves your poise. Of course, 
poise is yours for the asking on difficult 
days—when you've asked for Aofer. 
Naturally! Because flat’ pressed ends 
prevent telltale outlines, Be a smoothie 
with Kotex! 


More women choose 


KOTEX* than all other 


sanitary napkins 
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0 Make... To Wear...To Give 


HRISTMAS gifts just ahead . . . and possibly a few gaps to 
fill, in your own wardrobe? If you’ve a knack with scissors and 
needle, you'll find smart and economical solutions in these six 
styles, planned with an eye to the season for gifts! 

No. 2234, a smoothly designed blouse, has long fitted sleeves and 
a front tab simulating an ascot. To go with a suit, dark shades are 
newest. 

No. 2235, our negligee and nightie set, is designed for the filmiest 
fabrics—tine sheers, nylon marquisettes.. Wide lace cuffs on the 
negligee match the inset at the waist, and the nightie’s bodice is 
gathered to follow the lines of the negligee. 

No. 1999, a slumber outfit, takes on a new fashion angle when 
you make it up in jersey, either rayon or wool, Jersey gives won- 
derful wear, and always looks immaculate because of its antiwrinkle 
weave. The trousers in this set have small front and back pleats. 

No. 1839, the housecoat, is on princess lines, and the front 
(double-breasted effect) joins the skirt below the natural waistline. 

No. 2220 gives you a well-fitted, new, longer slip. Upper front 
sections are dart-fitted, joined to midriff inset, and the back is cut 
in one piece. 

No. 2237 is generously cut for a little miss from seven to 14 years. 
It has a Peter Pan collar, and a nice full flaring skirt. 


For pattern descriptions and details for ordering see page 79. 
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NOTRE aL a La | etkelwym Hobbes 


wey ya T nts Continued from page 13 


listener. Because she likes people she 
enjoys gossip. She is a gay person and 
her sense of humor, which is a big part of 
her charm, is often directed on her own 
mistakes and foibles. 


or AS ETHELWYN ELLIS she started 
CAP UT BAN dE her working career in Winnipeg. While 


, ; she was still in her first year at the 
UTC Cues quickly University of Manitoba she worked part 


time as reporter, even pinch-hitting on 
the police beat. One day, after reporting 
a court case which resulted from a 
morality squad clean-up, she went home 
and announced to her family that she 
really didn’t see why men and women 
should be arrested for being “found in” 
a house. Her father phoned the editor 
pronto and teen-age Ethelwyn was put 
on less exciting beats. 

In 1921 she got her B.A. degree, 
worked for a few years full tilt on the 
Winnipeg Free Press, sometimes helping 
the famous Cora Hinds on Grain 
Exchange coverage. Next came some 
advertising experience and after turning 
out musical adjectives designed to sell 
imported merchandise, she decided to 
have a look at a few of the far countries 
producing it. With 40 schoolteachers 
she went off on a European tour, and 
what sticks most in her memory now is a 
deplorable incident of being locked in a 
washroom in Cologne. The rest of the 
party moved on without her, and 
Ethelwyn spent what seemed like days 
and weeks, alone and abandoned, in a 
foreign lavatory with no means of exit. 
Her smattering of German deserted her 
and all she could do was yell loudly in 
English. Finally an attendant released 
her. She has no yen to visit Cologne 
again. 

On her return she stayed in Montreal, 
got herself another advertising-copy job, 












































































Just apply Lypsyl to your chapped, 
dry lips for quick, soothing relief. 
Lypsy! contains lip softening 
Benzoinated Pomade. Lypsy] is 
eftective, works fast. Only 25¢ 
at all drug counters. 


LYPSYL 






There's no other material like Viyella and, most important for her happy 
ae It's a oman = name in future, a husband. Victor Hobbes is an 
textiles—shrink resisting —long wear- ae : me : 

ng alk taint: The Geek yee Englishman who has become completely 
wash it the better. Viyella always and successfully a Canadian. After his 
looks like new. discharge from the Canadian Army in 


Keep your hair always smooth, chic and lovely 
ary with wonderful HOLD-Bos bobby pins. They're invisible 
TWO YEARS after their marriage, the in the hair, strong yet flexible, gentle as a lover's 


depression hit the Hobbes. Vic’s firm 
. A em i bs i ’ e 
failed, and for a time the young couple brace. Rounded for safety ends won't catch hair, 


1918, he took up accountancy in 





desperately looked for work that was 
— ———__ | nonexistent. They decided to create 


because they slide in smoothly. And Hold-Bob 










» their own jobs, and, with another couple pins stay in more securely, munmiaiitiii 
Oriental who were similar economic casualties, — ; 
they opened a tearoom. As well as feel better, look smarter. / / 
A Cream dispensing meals cooked and served by if 
% the wives, they sold homespuns woven fy 


GOuRAUD ; ; 
. by the husbands. It was at this period 
gives a touch of satis- 


faction. Recaptures that Ethelwyn learned to whip up a 
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/ 
/ 














INVISIBLE 





. . j / 
that soft, tender skin dozen lemon pies, and tackle practically w® we a, 
of youth. . any job at the stove. The financial Pd 
house. The wives had their tips for 
admits, she made the mistake of serving 
Face too-big helpings. 
razors. Then sone an inexpensive method that 


me Foe Mea, Septon returns were not large but the two / 
— | couples lived rent-free behind the res- BOBBY PINS / f 
spending money. But in 1937 they had SMOOTH 
to close up; competition had become STRONG 
f “r the tearoo ose elwy 
Lips... Arms...Legs After the tearoom closed, Ethelwyn 
Now Happy!) jad ugly superfluous hair... was | °C an advertising job, and Vic found 
ie 
brought results which proved satisfactory. It has salaries were about equal to our present 
helped thousands win beauty, love, happiness. M income tax,” she'll tell you. In 194€ her 


taurant and got all their meals on the 

s : cae: intense, and, besides, as Ethelwyn now 

unloved ... discouraged. Tried many things...even | work selling furniture. “Our combined 
FREE book about Superfluous Hair explains method, 


Mode in Canada by Gaylord Products of Cenada 
Uid., St. Hyacinthe, P.Q. | tormerty known oo 


yxroves success. Mailed in plain envelope. Also job petered out because of wartime The Hump Hairpin Mig. Co. of Coneda (1940) id 


TRIAL OFFER. Write Mme. Annette Lanzette, + : . 
P.O. Box 600, Dept. C-129, Toronto, Ontario. | conditions and Ethelwyn was dismissed. 


TRADE MARK 
O00. Im CANADA 
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. that is the outstanding 
quality of Deileraft Occasional Furniture. 


Companionship . . 


For Deilcraft is designed by Imperial of 
Grand Rapids ... it is created by Deileraft 
master craftsmen... and the combination 
of these skills gives you Canada’s finest 
occasional furniture ,.. pieces designed for 
beauty and individuality ... yet harmoniz- 
ing with and beautifying any setting. 


Deilcraft furniture is still in short supply and is 
sold only by authorized dealers throughout Canada. 
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ELECTROWOME INDUSTRIES LiMiTED } 

Kitchener, Ontaric 


Other Fine Electrohome Products 


Redies © Winter Air Conditioners @ Washers 
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DOMINION 


NEW BISSELLS” SWEEP WITH NO PRESSURE! 


New “Bisco-matic”* Brush Action turns the trick! Adjusts the 
brush automatically to any rug, thick or thin, anywhere... without 
the slightest pressure on the handle! 

Just glide the sweeper with one hand to get a perfect pick-up... 
even under beds and chairs! 

Available now in limited quantities at Bissell dealers only —com- 
plete with “‘Sta-up’”’ Handle and the new, easier “‘Flip-O” Empty. 


NEW BISSELL SWEEPERS 


with patented "Bisco-matic’’ Brush Action 


*REGISTERED TRAOT MARK 


BISSELL CARPET SWEEPER CO OF CANADA LIMITED. GRAND RAPIDS 2. MICHIGAN 
(FACTORY AT NIAGARA FALLS. CANADA) 
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Nothing daunted, she wrote an article 
called “Hurray, I’m Fired,” and sold it 
to Chatelaine. (The piece was reprinted 
in two digests, and last year Ethelwyn 
rehashed it and sold it again!) Mean- 
while Vic got himself re-established as a 
chartered accountant in a large com- 
pany. Things were looking up for the 
Hobbes. Ethelwyn stayed home and did 
a little writing—fashion articles, book- 
lets on household subjects, speeches for 
other people to deliver as their own. She 
also collaborated with a friend, Helen 
book called “Getting 
Married,” which dealt with such prob- 
lems as buying a trousseau, choosing an 
getting along with 
(“Neither Helen 


Ethelwyn 


apartment, and 
your mother-in-law. 
nor I had mothers-in-law,” 
chuckles.) 

Elizabeth Long, her old friend from 
Winnipeg and now in charge of women’s 
programs for CBC, heard of the manu- 
script, thought it might make a good 
radio series and gave Ethelwyn her 
second try-out. This time she clicked. 
Though the book was never published, 
it was sold, chapter by chapter, over the 
air. “I guess I made over $400 on that 
unpublished book,” Ethelwyn figures. 


ETHELWYN’S RADIO personality is 
warm, friendly and informal. She has a 
trick of making her fans feel that they 
are her friends. Letters come in by the 
thousands and 
herself without the aid of a secretary. 


she answers them all 


Many are requests for recipes or house- 
keeping hints, but a large proportion are 
simple friendly Some 
enclose pictures of their children and ask 


notes. fans 
Ethelwyn’s advice about schooling and 
discipline. Less 
correspondents are critical. 

Her regular program is based on a 
A listener 
she can amuse 


two-way exchange of ideas. 
writes in to ask how 
children on a rainy day. Ethelwyn 
gives her ideas over the air and asks 
her fans for more. Letters pour in and 
Ethelwyn uses the suggestions as a 
script. When fans send in cooking or 
household hints Ethelwyn tests them 
personally before passing them on. 
Though her 
primarily to women, it is not confined 
to household matters. As an intelligent 


program is directed 


woman she keeps herself well informed 
on current events and frequently dis- 
cusses national and world affairs over th 
air In a way women understand. In 


one script she outlined the duties of 


UNESCO, in another she gave a brief 
background on 
troubles. Letters show that her listeners 
Often she 
promotes charitable causes and in such 


unions and labor 


appreciate these programs. 


cases the response is magnificent. 

She is 
sometimes to being tired, but she never 
misses a deadline. 


human enough to confess 


Punctuality is one 
of her minor virtues. Though radio job 
and both 
takings, she nevertheless manages to 
keep up with a wide circle of friends. She 


home are full-time under- 


collects new ones and never drops old 
And she’s always on hand if a 
problem pops up. When a fan from the 
Prairies wrote and asked if Ethelwyn 


ones, 


would visit her grandmother who was ill 
in a Montreal nursing home, Ethelwyn 
found time to do it. 

About herself, Ethelwyn is modest. 
‘| have no glamour,” she says. “ Nothing 
really exciting ever happens to me.” 

Those who know her think that what 
she has is more valuable than glamour. # 


than 10% of the | 





































$0 Sort / 


LENNARD'S knitted 
undergarments are 
fashioned with fore 
thought for Winter's 
wily winds. Yet clever- 
cut lines ensure perfect 
fit and freedom of 
movement 
















So soft, so downy soft, 
so snug and warm yet 
withal so light ‘n 
lovely! And what’ 
, “~more just as love! 
™ after many 













washings 

























also makers of 

LADIES’ FINE LINGERIE, 

MEN'S, CHILDREN'S and INFANTS’ 
KNITTED UNDERWEAR 
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FEMININE HYGIENE 


Happy are the brides who start married life 
knowing how to cope with this special pri- 
vate problem. Rendells bring freedom from 
worry and bothersome details because these 
dainty white suppositories are both positive 
in protection and convenient in use. Made 
from a famous prescription, Rendells kill all 
germs, bacteria and odour on contact... yet 
are harmless as purest oils to delicate 
tissue. Make Rendells your way... the safe 
and pleasant way to feminine cleanliness and Ke 
protection. Say ‘‘Rendells’’ to your druggist : 
for plain-wrapped package, or send the 
coupon. 
<> <neneranns Gul cnman aren 
Nurse Drew, Lymans, Ltd., P.O. Box 1050, 
Place d'Armes, Montreal, P.Q | 


| 

| 

| Please send me copy of the Free Booklet: | 
| . Personal Hygiene. 

| 

| 

| 

| 











1 enclose $1.00 for full size carton of Rendells | 
and Free Booklet, to be mailed, prepaid, in | 
plain wrapper. 
NAME ee eeeee | 
4DDRESS 
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Beauty Brevities 


HE LATEST trend in cosmetics seems to be toiletries 

in sets. Familiar examples: twin sets of nail polish and 

matching lipstick; perfume and toilet water with the 

same fragrance; bath powder, soap and bath salts all 

smelling the same; and now the newest eye-catcher is 
a neat little box of hair-beautHying preparations, put out by 
one of our best known cosmeticians. The package contains 
four bottles all neatly fitted together—a creme rinse, anti- 
dandruff treatment, a creme hair dressing and an egg sham- 
poo, The latter preparation has the same effect as a homemade 
cgg shampoo but is so much easier to use— no muss and fuss 
with bowls and egg beaters! 

To use: rinse your hair in tepid water, then pour a little 
of the yellow liquid in the palm of your hand; work it well 
into your scalp, right down to the ends of your hair. For a 
specially good Jather repeat with another palm-full before 
rinsing. Rinse thoroughly several times in clear water. This 
egg mixture brings out highlights in your hair and leaves it 
soft and shiny. 


If you are blond and would like to play up the golden 
lights in your hair, you can accentuate them by careful choice 
of costume colors. Too sharp colors will dim the delicate gold 
of your tresses but pale pastel shades, blacks, navy or brown 
will provide a flattering background, 

“The greatest detriment to blond hair is a drab, unwashed 
look. A weekly shampoo using lemon juice or prepared rinses 
your druggist has them—-will keep your head bright and 
shining. A hot oil treatment before washing is excellent if your 
hair is dry and lifeless. 


To control those stubborn hairs in your brow which insist 
in getting out of line, try brushing several times a day with 
a soft eyebrow brush dipped in vaseline or slightly moistened 
with brilliantine. Eventually you’ll be able to coax them to 
merge with the rest of your brow, 


‘4 a y 
Stepping out to parties these days? Remember that é WC DERV 7 


dancing is not only close work but energetic. Be sure your . 
make-up will stand the keenest scrutiny—rouge deftly 0 4 
blended until it’s practically invisible, powder smoothed on , a # 
over a foundation base so there will be no danger of caking; Sale 
lipstick well shaped and well blotted with no red marks 
Warning! Nothing is more deadly to romance than 
unpleasant perspiration odor. Protect yourself by using an 
efficient antiperspirant and a deodorant combined. When WHAT IS SO MODERN AND NEW ABOUT IT? 
you’re going dancing, it’s a good idea to smooth antiperspir- 
ant cream on the palms of your hands so hand-holding won’t First—the dramatic difference it makes in your 
be a damp and clammy affair. A sprinkling of your favorite 


toilet water on your hairbrush before brushing your hair will 
make you seem fresh as a flower. mask-like appearance. Second, the smooth, clear, 


decorating a front tooth, 


complexion—without a hint of that unnatural, 


flawless look it gives your skin—the way it keeps 
And one more word of warning--if you use a foundation your make-up perfect all day long. ‘Sub-Tint’ goes fs Dm 


tint or just plain bath powder on your arms and shoulders, 


be sure it stays with you and doesn’t rub off on your partner’s on lightly, evenly, hiding tiny complexion faults. 


dark suit. No man likes to look as though he’d been playing It is creamy, not greasy—and it does not pull or ~ 
in a flour barrel. 1 | 


dry your skin. Once tried, you'll never be without 
: : é : ‘ 
There isa common skin complaint which is rather it, for the miracle of ‘Sub-Tint' Cream-Powder 


puzzling to a lot of women—it’s a roughness of the com- Base will surprise even you with your own love- 
plexion—almost as though it had been thoroughly sand- li $1.95 

papered, They sometimes complain that creams and oils IN€SS. d1.25, 4 SHADES 
have no effect in curing it. Very often this condition is due ah light 

to fatty secretions between the layers of skin w hich don’t come " ; a 4) Medium 
to a head but which make the face seem rough. A good % at Dark 
treatment is a circulation cream put out by one of the well- ‘Vibrant* 
known skin specialists, which will make the blood come ees 
whipping to the surface. It will redden the skin at first, acting 

as a counterirritant, but when the blood recedes it will carry 

off impurities under the skin. This cream should only be used 

twice or three times a week. 
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Hear radio-phonograph music 


as you never heard it before! 


You'll be thrilled by the glorious natural color tone of 
this amazing new General Electric Radio-Phonograph ! 

Now, with the magic of G-E Electronic Reproduction, 
records reveal startlingly life-like realism. You hear the 
most delicate shadings . . . the full tonal range (even 
shimmering overtones) . .. the true tonal quality of 
every instrument. 

And — what a blessing ! — annoying needle “talk” and 
hiss are virtually banished! Records last longer, too, 
played with the permanent sapphire stylus. 

The G-E Radio-Phonograph brings you all this — plus 
radio reception glorified by the rich-voiced Dynapower 
speaker with the extra sensitive Alnico magnet. 

Hear this superb new instrument at your G-E dealer’s. 


GENERAL @3 ELECTRIC 


a NT — reg 





CANADIAN GENERAL ELECTRIC :i: 











The Brilliant Match 


Continued from page 58 


“Mine, too.” She felt his hair against 
her temple, crisp and deep and cool, and 
she put her hand through it, a little 
weakly, and altogether happily. 

“This is crazy,” she said after a 
moment, 

He shook his head. “No. All the other 
stuff is—not this. This is what we live 
for; or what we should live for.” 

“You said that to me once before.” 
She argued, but without conviction. “It 
isn’t everything, by any means.” 

“To me it is—all that goes with it. All 
the years I’ve batted around, and all the 
books I’ve read—and I’ve only learned 
one thing. When you find someone you 
care for, stick with them. That’s the 
keystone. You build everything else 
around that.” 

After a moment he added, laughing 
under his breath, “That’s about all I 
have to offer now. I'll stick. I don’t 
think I'll ever become a big operator or 
have a lot of money.” 

She smiled into his eyes, 
encouragement. “‘You might do both, 
Tex. You’ve got brains—you’ve got 
the kind that will graduate you higher 
with less work than anyone else in your 
You can probably be anything 


smiled 


class. 
you set your will to.” 

“That’s just what I don’t want. I 
don’t want to set my will to some career, 
at the expense of everything else. Break 
my neck to get there—and incidentally, 
anyone else’s who gets in my way. Even 
—my wife’s.” 

He added, a little quickly, “I’m not 
afraid to work. But I’m not afraid to be 
a nobody either, and just live. Do you 
know what I mean?” 

She didn’t, exactly. 
ambitious, strange, and in its own 
restful. 


It sounded un- 


peculiar way 
“Honey” — his eyes tilted in a smile 
“it’s just what we’ve got now. You're 
smiling at me. You’re happy. So am I. 
Like this—” He leaned to her. 
The knock on the door shattered her. 


WIDE-EYED, horrified, she stared at 
him. “Oh, lord! It’s Marda and Dr. 
Laird. I forgot all about them.” For 
one mad, scattered second, she looked 
wildly around the room, as if she might 
hide him somewhere. 

“Quick!” she said in an agonized 
whisper, pushing him away—‘‘take that 
other chair.” 

He sat perfectly still, looking at her. 

“Tex—for sake, burry!” 
Would he never move? “Lipstick,” she 
warned him. Just before calling out. 
“Come in!” she saw, with relief, that he 
had his handkerchief out. He rubbed it 
hard across his lips. 

When the two women came in, his face 
was completely expressionless. He 
might have been lounging against the 
far wall for the whole time. 

“Crystal, darling!” Marda boomed, 
coming over to kiss her on the forehead, 
“What on earth did you do to that 
taxi?” 

Crystal smiled, ducked the foot-long 
red quill branching from Marda’s 
severely handsome hat. “They tell me it 
was accordioned. Ruth”—she held out 
her hand to the quiet little brown- 
haired woman—“‘it’s good to see you. 
You’ve both met Tex, I believe. Dr. 
Burk—Dr. Laird,” she reminded him, 
with an inclusive wave of the hand. 


heaven’s 


He nodded, murmured acknowled,. 
ment. 

“Of course.” Marda gave him 
vigorous survey. “You're the boy wh. 
used to do Crystal’s—Mrs. Thor’ 
typing, aren’t you?” 

“He still does,” Crystal said lightly, 

Dr. Laird was looking at him som« 
what steadily. “From Texas, did yo 
say?” 

“Not exactly. I’m a borderline case,” 
he told her, and Crystal knew a fain: 
apprehension. 

“You have something of the look of a 
certain lost Indian tribe from that area. 
Crystal, you remember that paper I did 
on ‘Tribal Distribution in the American 
Southwest’? He has so many of their 
characteristics—the black, black hair, 
the straight and somewhat narrow face 
planes, the long fine nose. Do you 
happen to know much about your 
ancestry?” she asked him with happy 
interest. 

He nodded. “It’s tribal, all right. 
Only the tribe is more likely to be 
Israel, Middle-European. One of my 
great-grandmothers was Polish, one 
Russian. The second generation married 
French and Irish over here, and I’m the 
I’m the North American 
peasant,” he said soberly. 

“There!” Dr. Laird’s momentary dis- 
appointment gave way to renewed 
“You see—that’s the way it 


end-product. 


pleasure. 


should be. Nationalities—races—all are 
superficialities. There isn’t one clear 
strain in a thousand years. Boaz 


wrote 

“Come now, Ruth.” Marda was half 
amused, half impatient. ‘“‘You’re em- 
barrassing the poor boy.” 

“Don’t ever think it,” Crystal assured 
the dismayed Dr. Laird. “He was 
weaned on barracks wit.” 

She wished immediately that she 
hadn’t given him the opening. His kind 
of humor would be a little out of this 
world to Marda and Ruth. 

She needn’t have worried. He had 
little to say—nothing at all, in fact, as 
the visit progressed. 

Once or twice she was a little puzzled 
at the completeness of his silence. He 
leaned with his shoulders back against 
the wall, feet crossed, hands deep in his 
pockets, watching, listening. 

She found herself unexpectedly back 
in the groove with Marda and Ruth. 
She was caught up in the old rapid 
crossfire of gossip and argument. They 
talked of her work, arousing in her for 
the first time a restless urge to get back 
to it. A nervous feeling that she was 
being left behind and would have to 
race to catch up again. 

She could make them laugh, too. It 
was good to hear Marda’s dcep appre- 
ciative bellow, and see Ruth’s sallow 
face flood with color in silent enjoyment. 

“Crystal, you’ve been gone too long.” 
Marda patted her hand, her large pale 
eyes still moist from laughing. “This 
is like old times. By the way, there was 
a paper of Warren’s in the Journal we’ve 
all been arguing about.” 

It went smoothly, deftly—they were 
talking of Warren just as she would have 
wanted it. She spoke of him too, match- 
ing their ease. There was not a trace of 
awkwardness when she asked, “‘ When is 
the wedding date set for, by the way?” 

“It isn’t set. You haven’t seen him at 
all?” Marda’s question was more of an 
accusation, 

““No—I—well, I didn’t want to see 
anyone at first,” Crystal said, with less 
































































“He 


lovely flowers. 


knows—he sent me those 
But I thought he’d be 
rather busy with the end of the term and 
what not. I'l! give him a ring when I get 
out of here.” 


ease, 


Marda was adamant. ‘“‘Aren’t you 
treating him a little shabbily? After all, 
he still—”’ she paused, glanced in annoy- 
ance at Tex’s silent figure—‘ well, never 
mind. We’ll talk about it some other 
time.” 

Tex straightened, took the hospital 
pamphlet out of his pocket and tossed 
it on the foot of Crystal’s bed. 

***The Good Visitor doesn’t stay too 
long.’ I'll take off. 
you again,” 


Nice to have seen 
he told the two older women 
with deadpan politeness. 

“I’m afraid we haven’t been very 
courteous.” Dr, Laird shook hands with 
him warmly. 

“I’m sure he understands.” Marda 
was authoritative. “Crystal is very 
special with us, and we haven’t seen her 
in—well, too long. We have a lot of 
things to talk over.” 

Crystal tried to make up 
slighting implication. 

*“Tex-—thanks so much for coming. 
He’s been awfully kind,’ told her 
friends. “Thanks for everything,” 
added. 

His eyes went from her to the other 
two women, and back. “You're quite 
welcome.” He inclined his head almost 
formally, much as Warren might have 
Then he spoiled it—deliberately. 
He lifted a hand in characteristic and 
careless farewell. “‘So long,” he said. 

“*So long, Tex.” She smiled. 

When the door closed after him 
Marda looked at her with a lifted 
eyebrow. “Why the git-along-little- 
dawgie routine? ‘So long.’’ She 
chuckled with the air of one sharing a 
joke. “‘You’re a classic mimic, Crystal.” 

“I didn’t mean it that 
she exclaimed. 

“*He’s a sunny little numbe 
was still chuckling. 

“Mi I like the boy.” 
as she said it-—‘‘ the boy,” 


for the 


’ she 


she 


done. 


ss 
way, 
r.” Marda 


Butas soon 
not Tex—she 
knew she was seeing him the way they 
did. 

**As a matter of fact,” she added in a 
sudden need for an honest clearing of 
the air, “he’s been up to see me almost 
every day. He’s the only person I really 
felt like seeing.” 

“Did you say every 

“T know how it is.” 
cut 
tional precedence. 


>» 

For once Ruth 
Marda’s 
“ 

I remember when 
my whole African gambling chip collec- 
tion was burned in that fire. I was so 
sick about it, I didn’t even want to 


Laird across conversa- 


see 

‘That reminds me.” Marda was ruth- 
““Weren’t you supposed to see your 
committee at five? It’s after now.” 

When Ruth left, voicing her good-bys 
and her hopes for Crystal’s speedy 
recovery, in her gentle deliberate w 
Marda heaved a vast sigh. 


less. 


“Sorry to be rough on your other 
visitors, Crystal, but I wanted to see 
you alone.” 

“Yes?” 

“When are you getting out of here?” 

“In a day or two, | hope. I’ve been 
sitting up and walking around a little.” 

‘“*That’s good. Let us come and take 
you home.” 

“Whe ’s ‘us’?”” 
asking. 

“Warren and me. Or just Warren—if 
you'll let me call him.” 


knew without 


She 
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“That isn’t necessary. Look, Marda, 
Warren and I broke up completely long 
before this happened. The mere fact 
that I got a little banged up doesn’t 
change things any. I’ll simply go home 
and take up where I left off.” 

Home. An empty apartment, books, 
typewriter, radio. 

“‘—-or maybe I’ll go away for a little 
while. To the country. I have enough 
left of my book royalties to carry me 
until fall. Then I guess I’ll teach again.” 

“Go away? You mean run away, 
don’t you?” 

“T don’t know what you’re talking 
about, Marda.” 

“Then I'll make it plain. You'll 
resent it, but that isn’t important. The 
important thing is—you and Warren, 
and your place in the university. He’s 
not married to Patricia yet. They’ve 
put it off because of his work.” Marda 
smiled broadly. “* You can’t tell me that 
a mere matter of work ever kept Warren 
from doing whatever he wanted. He 
found time to marry you when he was 
up to his ears in work.” 

““Marda, I’m not going to listen to 
any more advice to the lovelorn—please. 
Here comes my supper tray,” she added 
with intense relief. 

“You'll at least call me when you’re 
going to check out?”” Marda insisted. 

Crystal had told Tex he could come 
for her. She couldn’t bring herself to 
tell Marda. It seemed so wildly out of 
perspective, now—that she should have 
given him the husband role of taking her 
home. 

“*T’ll call you,” she promised Marda. 
““By the way,” she added on impulse, 
“*Tex took those New Aptitude Tests of 
yours in the Army. Nobody’s touched 
his mark yet.” 

“Really?” Marda was taken off 
balance, but only for a moment. “It just 
goes to show that intelligence isn’t 
enough, doesn’t it?” 


| 
| 


WHEN MARDA left, all of Crystal’s 
peace of mind left with her. She felt 
miserable, confused, jangled. Alone in 
her room again, the thought of Tex came 
surging back, inevitably. 

Had it just been a momentary thing 

loneliness, physical attraction, prox- 
imity? She wouldn’t have thought so an | 
hour ago. It had seemed, as he had said, | 
the only worth-while thing in life. To be | 
with someone you care for. 

But now it was all out of focus. | 

She toyed with the supper tray. As| 
soon as the nurse left with it, she eased 
herself out of bed, padded gingerly ov er | 
to the chair and sat down. 

Impatience mounted in her, minute 
by minute. She’d have a long talk with | 
Tex, a sensible talk—clear the whole | 
thing up. 

At seven o'clock, 
the door. 

It never even occurred to her that he | 
wouldn’t come at all. | 

When Warren walked in through that | 
door at seven-fifteen, hat in hand, she | 
knew it was Marda’s work. She knew, | 
too, why Marda had looked at Tex the | 
way she did. 

It wasn’t a matter of snobbishness 
the difference between the two men. It} 
was everything that made one man the 
product of one kind of life, and another 
the product of his kind. 

It was in their expression, 
clothes, their very stance. 

Tex, in that doorway, tall, 

# Continued on page 94 


she was watch 
| 


their 


spare, 
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Nothing transforms a room as quickly and at, 
so little expense—as a smart Congoleum 


one-room 
Rug! Bright, pretty, easy-to-care-for...it stays 
beautiful and new looking an amazingly long 


h * 

E d Ve Nt : time! For Congoleum has a wear-layer of heat- 
toughen ait aril Sehee ancenyl aeqet & Bictnest at B code of the 
best floor paint applied by hand. And 

it’s the only enamel surface floor covering 

with the famous money-back guarantee. 


CONGOLEUM 


REGISTERED TRADE MARK 
If IT HASN'T THE GOLD: SEAL, IT ISN'T CONGOLEUM 


CONGOLEUM CANADA 


eee ee ie MONTREAL 


ke ig we 
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Do Their Rooms in ay | 


Co ato Se nee AMIE 


A magic carpet for a 
lad who daydreams of 
pirates and ships. Cro 
cheted in cotton rug 
yarn that washes well 





OU’RE HANDING your children 
| precious memories when you do 
over their own rooms in a mood of 
happy imagination. Years later... 
miles away, perhaps ... there'll be 
nostalgic moments when they'll re- 
member those havens and hideaway 
spots. For a child’s room is bis castle, 
ber pretend house—a place where hours 
are dawdled away, sorting through and 
gloating over those incredible and so 
very valuable treasures: old broken 
whistles, clam shells, shrivelled torn 
balloons (usually the red ones) horns 
| that won’t blow and old wornout head- 
less dolls waiting patiently for Mommy 
to fix. Such are the priceless possessions 
of childhood. 

Transforming a commonplace room 
into an individual and charming spot for 
a child is not necessarily an expensive 
or difficult undertaking. Gay motifs 
with the right age appeal, carried 
through in pleasant and cheerful colors 





; : . Appliqués of the same 
| (their favorites of course!) can turn motif can be applied to 
some very pretty tricks. Let the | cushions and shelves. 


children help with cutouts, and if they 
OCEAN ER ESH want to paint a bit of furniture, why not? 
After all, they can never learn younger, 

Prime quelity fish-—rushed from Pacific Ocean fishing grounds, they'll get into the paint anyway, and 
quick-trozen te preserve all the goodness. : it’s easier to concentrate all the activity 


and accidents in one spot. 


HANDY TO BUY : Because there’s something about a 


it fish dealer for Rupert Brand Fish Fillets. They're | sailboat, we worked out a rug for a little 
wrapped like becont ’ boy’s room that looks like a page from a 


EASY TO PREPARE 


There's no waste! They're cleaned and filleted, ready to cook 
end ent. have a strong firm rug, completely 


washable—important features to con- 
sider where there’s likely to be some 
rough-and-tumble wear! 





deep blue sea. Cotton rug yarn is used 


& 
¢ picture book ...a slick, bright craft ona 
¥ double thread in filet crochet. Thus you 


Our sketches suggest several ideas 

for picking up the rug’s colors to create 

a room with a completely nautical air. 

For instance, a coat of bright ocean-blue 

paint magics an old bookcase or cup- 

board into a breezy record cabinet or 

junk case. Paste on ship cutouts, finish 

with shellac or clear varnish for per- 

manency and as fingermark precaution. 

FOODS Ra Sn : Your walls could be done in a pale 
: blue with more cutouts sailing around. 


: ; : Bright dark blue to resist grime 
Or you might prefer a light, warm yellow 


with more ship cutouts for fun 











Gay Mood! 


For a little girl's room: 
start with a jolly pussy- 
cat rug for the bedside; 
then build up the scheme 
with easy appliqués. 


By using a simple appliqué diagram 
you can fuss up her table and chair. 


Here, kitty, kitty, kitty! There they are 
again, on bedspread and curtains. 











” Sketches by Eileen Wedd 


background with deep blue curtains 
bordered in sailboat fabric appliqués. 
And any time you're using paint in 
children’s rooms be sure it’s a good long- 
lasting kind that can be wiped clean 
with a wet cloth. 


A VERY pleasantly plump kitten makes 
a cosy, companionable motif in a little 
girl’s room. Here it’s shown in yellow 
washable rug yarn, but the kitten would 
look just as happy done up in pale pink 
or blue—any pastel you might fancy. 

The kitten rug is in smooth-ridged 
single crochet that works up quickly, and 
the features are embroidered on after- 
ward in contrasting color. 

Cutouts and appliqués follow the 
same design. Here we arranged them 
on the dressing table, chair cushion 
and lampshades, following through with 
slightly larger kittens on the bedspread 
and little bed cushion. You might prefer 
appliqués on the spread’s ruffle . . . or 
perhaps just one quite large pussycat 
centred on the counterpane. 

Pink and blue motifs are charming for 
very tiny girls, or how about an assort- 
ment of delicate pastel kittens? 

And here’s a special message to 
Grandma: these rugs are the most 
wonderful Christmas gifts for your 
favorite third generation. While we 
haven’t tried this idea, wouldn’t the 
kitten make an appealing and cuddly 
stuffed toy for the toddler age group? 

Good quality unbleached cotton is 
an excellent choice of fabric for up- 
holsteries, spreads and curtains in 
children’s rooms. It takes tough hard 
wear and actually improves with laun- 
dering. And while it’s smart and at- 
tractive just in its own natural color, you 
can boil-dye it with complete success to 
any bright shade you wish. 

The ship rug, No. $178, measures 31 
by 2434 inches without fringe. The 
pussycat rug, No. S177, is about 42 
inches in diameter. # 


To order: Full instructions for making 
these exclusive Chatelaine designs may 
be obtained direct from Chatelaine Handi- 
crafts, 481 University Ave., Toronto 2. No. 
$178, the ship rug, includes crochet chart 
and applique diagram; price 10 cents. No. 
$177, the pussycat rug, includes applique 
diagram; price, 10 cents. In both cases 
the applique is easy to follow and may be 
scaled readily to any desired size. 
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THESE TWO NAMES 
MEAN HIGHEST QUALITY 
IN HAND-KNITTING YARNS 


NEWLANDS 
“ kroy 


Now .. . beautiful, fleecy-soft, 


shrink-proof knitting yarns ... m 


by NEWLANDS, with sixty-three years 


of experience in craftsmanship 
and quality ... from kroy 
processed wool. 


Yes, it’s big news for knitters! 


* 
Newlands kroy processed yarn won't 


shrink, no matter how much it is 


washed. In fact, an article knit with 
Newlands ‘kroy, becomes softer and 


‘cuddlier’ with successive washings. 


That’s why from coast to coast 

- the demand is for 

NEWLANDS .. . kroy! 

And, of course, you can still buy 
Newlands’ old favorites - 

“Dawn Glo”, “Golden Glo”, 
“Star Glo” and “Dunkirk”. 
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Revenge 
Continued from page 21 


will was changed, she was certain of 
that—but there was no legal way to 
_deprive her of her portion of his pro- 
perty; maybe even a half of more than 
a million dollars. There were no loyal 
domestics whom he could rely upon to 
seve him. His meanness with money 
denied him even that safeguard. Grace, 
the cleaning woman, had gone home at 
five and they were alone in the great 
dark house. Even if he called from the 
window no one would hear his voice. 
The neighbors had gone to their 
mountain retreat. Sensible people who 
spent their money for the pleasures of 
life, not misers like Martin Galloway. 
His miserable habit of coin pinching 
| had brought about his own doom, 
There had been a time, two years 
ago—it seemed like an eternity now 
the afternoon she had met him on the 
porch of the summer hotel, when the 
idea that she would one day be able 
coldly to contemplate his murder would 
have shocked her. But such weakness 
had gone. He had 
seemed like a plea- 
sant, easygoing man 
then, rocking on the 
porch, chuckling 
over her quick jokes 
had 
had a good sense of 
He had 
taken her to dinner, 
and sensing his in- 


Reproof 


BY REBA 


she always 


| humor. love 
smile 

From his benign, 
above— 

To hear 
style 

Protesting 
distills 


nate carefulness she 
had ordered the 
simplest of meals. 
Once they went to 
theatre. 
| That was the night 
She 


had been slow with 


ja summer 
elled stone. 


h prope sed. wordy skills 


her answer, but not alone. 


too slow. Not enough 


We have become so serious in our 


That Eros on a rosy cloud must 


two mortals 
thus and 
Its gloom; the arguments are chis- 
Our glittering quips, our proud and 


Depress and overawe ourselves 


his rasping old-man’s voice. ‘“\ 
wouldn’t have looked at me 
hadn’t been for my money.” 

She flared at that. “I didn’t k 
you were wealthy.” 

Martin chuckled softly. Laug! 
from him, had a rusty unused sou 
“Didn’t know how much, maybe, 
you knew I had some.” 

“Yes, I knew that,” she said. “D: 
you want your hot milk now, Martin 
The doctor will be here tomorrow a 
you'll want to be rested.” 

“Not just yet,” he told her. “D: 
feel like talking most of the time, | 
I do tonight. Funny sometimes how 
your mind goes back, wondering what 
went wrong with things.” He looked 
out. of the window again, and she felt 
relieved from the burden of meeting 
that shrewd penetrating gaze. ‘Eah, 
it’s funny all right. Spent all day 
thinking back. Pretty near all day.” 

“You should have taken your nap.” 

“Wasn't sleepy. Eah, I kept remem- 
bering how fresh and pretty you looked 
that first day, sitting there on the steps 
of the hotel porch. Didn’t notice then 
you had such cold eyes. You smiled 

a lot, I guess.” 


tw 


ANGER | gathered 
in a tight lump in 
her throat. “I was 
happy!” she 
Criticism always 
made her angry, and 
from Martin it 
seemed to have an 
especially sharp 
edge. “What have 
you ever done, since 
we were married, to 
give me any happi- 
> 

‘*E-yup. Sure 
looked real pretty, 
sitting there. Had 
on a pink dress and 


(o Love 


HUDSON 


said, 


outmoded throne 
in pedantic 


thus; reason 


ness 


| . . 
to give the impres- 
of 


| sion reluctance. 


1 he holiday had 


leaten dangerously 
jinto the remainder 
lof her small inherit- 
jance. For the first 
|time in her life she 
|was faced with the 
| appalling choice be- 


Before the years grow stern and lip 
spurns lip 

Let us consider lilies and the dove. 

The mind will don its trim dictator- 
ship 

And ban romance as thin and idle 
stuff, 

Make subject to its thrall full soon 
enough 

The moon-stirred pulses and 
heart's dear guile. 

I am so tired of cleverness 
O Love, 

Bring out your toys and let us laugh 


the 


when you talked 
your cheeks got 
about the same 
color. Remember 
what you said, too. 
Said you were a real 
homebody—liked to 
read and knit and 
sew.” 

=a do!” Her voice 
was growing harsh, 


| tween going hungry 
lor finding a 
| And the season was 

\far advanced. Unattached men with 
| money were not plentiful. “I’m an old 
| fellow and not used to this gay sort of 
living,” he had told her with the merest 
hint of wistfulness. But she snatched 
at the hint and said gaily, “I'll teach 
you!” 

She had taught him nothing. It had 
| been impossible to penetrate the hard 
|shell of his penuriousness. That first 
| winter he had bought her a fur coat, 
|not an expensive one, but neat and 
}modish. “Don’t want you catching 
| cold,” he had said, helping her into it, 
and she had laughed. She thought, 
naively, that was merely the beginning, 
but it proved to be the end of his 
extravagance. She smiled bitterly in 
reminiscence. The wife of a millionaire 
forced to spend two winters draped in 
cheap black caracul! Of course she 
hadn’t known that he was a millionaire, 
then. 


awhile. 
job. 


““Guess it was my money,” he said, 
breaking the silence between them with 


but she no longer 
tried to control it. 
Let him hear and 
see her at her worst. Nothing mattered 
now—nothing between them mattered 
at all. “It’s a good thing I am handy 
with the needle or there wouldn’t have 
been a shred left of my clothes. Certainly 
you haven’t bought me anything fit to 
wear!” 

“Six dresses, two coats, eight pairs of 
shoes.” 

She was sneering now and knew that 
her face was ugly in anger, but she no 
longer cared how she looked to him. “In 
two years! Why, I used to buy more 
than that at the beginning of each 
season. That didn’t bother you though. 
We never went anywhere.” 

“Nope. Told you that right off the 
bat. I never went out much. You said 
that was just fine, you got pretty bored 
with parties yourself. A homebody at 
heart, you said. I didn’t know how 
funny that was.” 

“What was funny about it?” 
snapped. 

“Haven't got any heart. Just a little 


she 
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Finny Masey 
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For those “shining hours.” Sequin 
touches to brighten a slender reed of 
a dress. In black, brown, royal blue, 
Hollywood red . . . About $25. at 
better dress shops or write 


PENNY MASON (Canada) Ltd. 


460 St. Catherine St. W., Montreal 
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Vi-LUX CANDLE NOVELTIES 
FOR ALL YOUR FESTIVITIES 


WRITE FOR FREE CATALOGUE 


40 beautifully illustrated pages of fancy 
candles for every occasion, with a 
large section devoted to Chrismas. 


VI-LUX Candles are perfect for all 
your parties... They also make ideal 
gifts for your friends. 





VI-LUX CANDLE CO, 


LIMITED 


1217 UNIVERSITY ST, 
MONTREAL 


WHY JUST ASK FOR CANDLES 
INSIST ON 


VI-LUX 





metal scale, weighing out money 
values,” 

She stood up and managed with a 
tremendous effort to control her voice. 
“I’ve had enough of this. I’m going to 
warm your milk.” 

“T won’t drink it till I’m through 
talking. You wouldn't like that, would 
you, Ellie?” 

Stertled, she asked softly, “Why 
wouldn’t I like it, Martin?” 

He grintted. “You want me to get a 
nice long sleep so I’il be ready for the 
doctor’s visit tomorrow.” 

“Yes,” she said, and sat down. No 
matter what he said she must still be 
careful to control her feelings. If it was 
necessary she could smother him with a 
pillow, but to have him slip away 
quietly after drinking the warm milk 
would be easier and much less compli- 
cated. She hated violence. “Why do 
you torment me this way, Martin? I’ve 
tried hard not to complain, to be a good 
wife.” 

“Haven't been a wife at all,” he said 
harshly. “Every time I touched you you 
squirmed. As if I was a snake.” 

Ellie shivered. “When we were 
married | thought you understood, 
We’re both older. That sort of thing is 
for the very young. I thought you 
understood that, Martin.” 

“Oh, I didn’t expect much, Just a 
little affection. Didn’t think you’d look 
at me as if I was a reptile whenever | 
tried to take your hand.” He sighed 
again and it was a labored, unhappy 
sound. “I didn’t know much about 
women. Worked hard all my life, as | 
said. Began when I was 13. Saved every 
cent I could. One thing, though. I was 
honest. Always admired a person who 
was honest. Hated a cheat. They say a 
man can’t make a million dollars and 
stay honest, but it isn’t so. I done it. 
Always gave fair goods for fair money. 
Of course, when I got into manufactur- 
ing, those two wars made me rich. But 
nobody ever found any dud shells in 
my output. I wasn’t any profiteer and 
both times, when the war ended, I was 
glad to reconvert to civilian production 
again. War money never rested easy in 
my pockets. That’s why I went to the 
Highland Hotel two years ago—so I 
could spend some of it in a hurry. 
Serves me right, I guess.” 

“Didn’t you have a good time?” she 
asked, her voice cold. 

“Haw! Four-dollar dinners, lunches 
at a dollar and a half up? With silly 
women who'd never had anything in 
their lives before, spending their hus- 
bands’ quick-made money like it was 
water? No. I hate to see people making 
fools of themselves. Funny thing, 
though, I thought you were different.” 

“I was.” 

“Eah, yours was blood money. Now 
don’t put on airs, Ellie. I had my 
lawyer look you up. Never had any- 
thing in your life till your second hus- 
band left a nice pile of insurance when 
he died.” 

She stiffened against the hard back of 
the chair. “I was well brought up. My 
mother sent me to good schools,” 

“The kind where they forget the three 
r’s and show you how to catch a rich 
husband? Eah. How cume you didn’t 
have any luck?” 

Ellie looked down at her hands and 
answered him truthfully. “I don’t 
know.” She hadn’t played her cards 
right, that was it. John had come from a 
rich family. She had run off with him 
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For sentimental reasons she’ll be thrilled to own a “Red 
Seal” cedar chest, and she’ll know that her most pre- 
cious possessions are safe in its keeping. 


With fragrant Tennessee red cedar interior — dust 
proof construction — moth insurance at no extra cost 
— lock and key, these famous cedar chests are built 
to last a lifetime. 


Many beautiful modern and period designs await 
your inspection at furniture and department stores 
across Canada. Write to us for free illustrated folder, 


Ask for “Red Seal” 
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when she was 18. not dre: aming s that his 
parents wouid be displeased to the point 
of stopping his allowance. But she had 
lived with him, even though the bills 
piled up in a terrifying pyramid and 
he’d taken to drinking disgracefully. 
Every day of that short disastrous 
marriage she had begged him to ask his 
father for help. But John had simply 
laughed at her and poured out another 
drink. -She scolded and begged and 
finally threatened to leave kim. Was it 
her fault that the liquor sent him into 
that towering rage which ended in 
suicide? 

After that she had avoided the sons 
of rich men and, with the small savings 
her mother had left, waited until she 
met a man who had ambition and 
supposedly promising future. Every- 
thing they saved from his excellent 
salary went into margin stock. They 
were well on their way to wealth when 
the market crashed. Bert was ruined. 
She stayed with him, though. Franti- 
cally worried about debts and cursing 
the cruelty of fate, she had stayed with 
him and nursed him through that last 
fatal illness with enormous patience, for 
she was certain, if he got well, his ambi- 
tion and intelligence would pay off in the 
end. And ina way it did. That $25,0') 
insurance had been a godsend. With 
care she had been able to live on it 14 
years, using the principal, of course. In 
the back of her mind the certainty that 
some day she would meet a man with an 
assured fortune never faltered. 

And she had. Martin Galloway, 
regardless of his ugly features, his 
penuriousness and dull way of living 
had feathered his nest with gold. 

“Aren't you getting tired now, 
Martin?” 

He didn’t seem to hear her. “‘ Eah, 
blood money,” he said. “You've been a 
parasite all your life, Ellie, giving no- 
thing of yourself, grabbing all you could 
get. That’s why, when I found out 
which way the wind was blowing, | 
pinched you hard. Thought maybx 
you'd change, once you bumped smack 
into reality, but a born leech stays that 
way all its life, I guess.” 

She stood up and straightened her 
dress. Even at 55 her figure still 
tained its slender straight-hipped lines, 
though the curve of her bosom had 
slumped to flabbiness. Some exercises 
and a season with a Swedish masseuse 
would help enormously. With money 
one could work a miracle. 

“You can get me that hot milk now, 
Ellie,” he said. He had brought his eves 
around from the window again and their 
beady intensity frightened her. Behind 
that shrewd knowing look she sensed a 
challenge. 

For a few minutes when he had 
taunted her with insults she had felt a 
half-mad urge to rise and press a pillow 
over that hateful face, to hold it there 
and subdue his withered flailing resist- 
ance with her own superior strength. 
Never physically strong, he was now as 
weak and helpless as a child. But the 
challenge in his eyes dispelled her anger. 
She felt only a cold dispassionate hatred. 

“All right, Martin,” she said and 
broke the gaze as she turned away. 


GRACE HAD left her cleaning cloths on 
the drainboard of the kitchen sink. In 
disgust Eitie swept them to che floor. 
Let the stupid creature find them there 
in the morning. Until the house was 
sold someone would have to keep it in 


HOUSECOATS OF 
DISTINCTION 
For name of your nearest dealer write 
BEATRICE PINES INC. 
70 Mt. Royal Ave. W. Montreal 
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order and Grace, at least, knew her way 
about the maze of drab ugly rooms. 
Twenty-six of them. There was a time 
when large houses were a drug on the 


market, but now anything with a roof 


and walls would sell. Some enterprising 
person could break it up into apart- 
ments, Or open a private school. Ellie 
shrugged. The future of the Galloway 
mansion meant iitcle to her. The price it 
brought was important though. One 
third of everything Martin possessed 
would belorg to her by widow’s right. 

None of her motions was unnecessary. 
The plan had been worked out with 
scrupulous attention to details. She 
took out a small pan, filled it with milk 
and placed it on the front burner. She 
squeezed a roll of evil-smelling poison 
into a smal! saucer, added a little milk 
and mixed the paste to a_ pouring 
consistency. An acrid smoke rose from 
the tube. It smelled like sulphur. Ellie 
screwed on the cap and put the tube 
back in the drawer. Testing the milk 
with her finger, she found it too hot and 
sat down to wait a few moments for it to 
cool. 

Idly she wondered if Martin would 
notice the change in flavor too quickly. 
She always had given his sedatives this 
way, but his was a clever and suspicious 
mind. If he should object she would not 
coax him. He was tired and i'l and 
there were plenty of firm pillows, con- 
veniently placed under his head. It was 
strange that she had not planned any 
alternate method of killing him except 
by smothering. 

Ellie sipped a little of the heated milk 
and found its temperature right, then 
slowly poured the saucer’s contents into 
the white fluid. 

The flight of stairs seemed endless. 
The deadly liquid lapped against the 
sides of the tumbler, making tiny waves, 
rather like the backwash of a calm sea. 
In the upper hall she felt impelled by a 
terrible urgency to accomplish the lethal 
act quickly, and then to rest. She was 
tired. Her mind seemed to have lost its 
resilience. Small details of the plan had 
become nebulous, unclear. She wanted 
to get it over with quickly, to kill Martin 
Galloway and be done with him forever. 

He was lying on his back, chin up, 
teeth tightly clenched. His face was 
livid. One hand dangled awkwardly 
from the bedside. Fallen asleep, she 
thought, putting the tumbler on the 
bedside tray. 

“Martin?” 

Something in his unnatural stillness 
alarmed her. She touched his hand and 
found it cold. 
Warmth goes quickly from one who is 
old aad ill, but surely not so fast as this? 
Frantic now, she felt for his pulse, then 
pressed her hand on his chest above the 
silent heart. 

Ellie clutched her own hands and 
moved them over and around each 
other. “How cou!d he be dead so soon?” 
she demanded of the shadows in the 
quiet room. “I’ve been gone no more 
than half an hour. Surely no more than 
that.” 

She sat down, stared with a strange 
and fascinated horror at the mute face 
of her dead husband, then quietly began 
to laugh. All her trouble had been for 
nothing. Nature had cheated her of her 
crime. His heart? Yes, of course. She 
felt vaguely resentful. She had hated 
Martin Galloway, had taken pleasure in 
inticipating the revenge planned to pay 
im back for the two long years of their 


His face also was cold. 





loathsome marriage, but Martin, with 
his usual deftness, had deprived her even 
of this small retribution. 

Restlessly she got up and tried to 
compose her thoughts. Many things 
remained to be done, but she found it 
difficult to readjust her mind to this 
new situation. Still there was no 
necessity for change, was there? Her 
plan had been carefully thought out to 
fit these exact circumstances. She was 
to have acted as though she had found 
him unexpectedly dead, and now this 
was true. 

Swiftly she went down the hall to the 
extension phone and dialed the doctor’s 
number. There was no need to simulate 
breathlessness, shock, emotional dis- 
turbance. Now they were real. 

“Dr. Barnes, this is Mrs. Galloway. 
You'll have to come right away. Martin 
is—I’m afraid he’s had a heart attack.” 

The doctor’s voice drawled slowly. 
“Gar 

“Il went downstairs to fix him some 
warm milk and when I came back—I 
can’t tell, of course, but he doesn’t seem 
to have any pulse. You'll come right 
away?” 

“Yes, of course, Mrs. Galloway. This 
is rather a shock. Martin has been my 
patient for a number of years. A shock 
for you too, | believe. Come downstairs 
and unlatch the door. I'll be there in a 
moment. I live only two blocks away, 
you know.” 


SHE DIDN'T know and the knowledge 
was disturbing. The glass of poisoned 
milk must be destroyed, the tumbler 
cleaned and put away. Should she 
unlatch the door first, then remove the 
traces of her uncommitted crime? No. 
Let the doctor ring for her. Irrational 
behavior was natural to a woman in the 
first distrait moments of her widowhood. 

Unhurried, she returned to Martin’s 
room and lifted the small tray from the 
table. Horrified, she saw that Martin’s 
position was not the same. His arm, 
instead of dangling lifelessly from the 
bedside, was lying across his shrunken 
abdomen. 

Was it possible that she had made a 
hideous mistake? He must be dead, he 
must be! To have him return now to life 
would be an inconceivable disaster. She 
recalled the challenge in his eyes, his 
bitter words, her own bold stare and 
careless retorts. Never again would 
she be able to fool him. 

She had been so sure of herself. 

Quickly she replaced the tray and felt 
for his pulse, tearing aside the cheap 
cotton pyjama coat in her frantic haste. 
Still cold, still silent. But his hand? She 
bit her lip with annoyance. She herself 
had dropped it on the bed after feeling 
his pulse. 

Far off she heard the softly resounding 
tinkle of the front doorbell. She lifted 
the glass of milk and ran toward the 
stairs. The liquid slopped over the 
tumbler’s edge, spilling over her wrist, 
her dress. She ran into the kitchen, 
poured out the milk, rinsed the glass and 
put it into a drawer with the kitchen 
cutlery. 

I’m behaving like a fool, she warned 
herself angrily. It’s ridiculous. I’ve 
committed no crime. 

The doctor was not aione. She peered 
at his companion without recognition, 
for she had forgotten to turn on the light 
and the hallway was quite dark. 

“I brought Carrington along, Mrs. 
Galloway,” the doctor said. “We hap- 
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“Mrs. Perry wont 
be moving away 


“That was Mrs. Perry we passed,” said the 
oldest neighbour to the newest on the street. “She 
lost her husband suddenly ten days ago.” 


“T haven’t yet had a chance to get acquainted 
with her”, said the other. 


“Well, we're all very glad to hear that she and 
the boys won't be moving away. Her husband's life 
insurance agent came out a day or two ago and 
straightened out everything for her. The two boys 
will be going through university, just as their father 
had planned. But the best news is that Nell Perry 
won't have to move. There was enough life insurance 
so she has the house clear and a small income for life. 
The whole street is glad.” 


Life Insurance 


Woman's Way to Independence 


A message from the Life Insurance Compan’ is Canada and their agents. 


- ae ae inline a, nl - ee 


eee 


contempiat 
i 


pened to be play: 


when you caliec. 


Carrington was Martin’s lawyer. Ellie | 


I'm 
”s 
forgive me. 


coidiv, “Oh, yes, 
and hope you will 
awver's tone reassured her w'th 
ympathyv. “We under- 
door uniatched, 
tor said, “I 


> 
oroner. 


’ Martin had fooled 

t agains® a choKing 

Her mind 

olden circle and she sat tn silence, 
ng the miracle. 

“With a few rese rvations,” 

said. 
?” The word was a low 
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“ Reservations 
hoarse whisper. 
after all! 

The lawyer smiled. 
marry again.” 


hat, Ellie reflected with relief, would | 


be easy. Marriage always had been 
nothing more than a necessary evil, a 
sacrifice which she had been forced to 
make for reasons of security. Physically 
men always had been repulsive to her 
ind as for companionship, she had found 
much more satisfaction among chance 
acquaintances. Why, she wondered with 
annoyance, had she been forced to wait 
for this great fortune until she was old? 
Years ago, 


when she was young and 


fresh, she could have become an inter- 


Stull, she 


woman even now, 


national beauty. Was an 


attractive and with 


exquisite clothes, her own beautician 
and masseuse, a miracle was possible. 
Even in the middle years a woman of 
great wealth often was courted. Courted 
but never won—a delightful state! 
“And Martin must have died a natural 


death,” Carrington said, 
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dirge, oppressing her, catching at her 
breath. Realization came suddenly. 

“But he did!” It wasa cry of triumph. 
How close she had come to losing this 
vast fortune. It was possible that her 
crime might never have been detected, 
yet with such a provision in Martin’s 
will undoubtedly there would have been 
an autopsy. She shuddered. Well, they 
were welcome to examine him now. 
“He died of a heart attack!” 

Carrington’s smile was tinged with 
scepticism, “That, of course, will 
remain to be proved.” 

Ellie’s back stiffened. She said 
coldly, “Your inference is abominable. 
Martin and I weren’t entirely com- 
patible, but I have been a good wife. All 
through his illness-’ She stopped 
suddenly, remembering that there was 
no need for her apologies. Let them 
examine that withered body under their 
microscopes. They would find nothing. 
Her righteous indignation flared in self- 
defense, ““You have no right to talk to 
me like this—as though I were a 
scheming, evil woman! For two years I 
have lived with that—man—going no- 
where, managing this huge ugly house 
on a pittance, doing without decent 
clothes—and now you dare to accuse me 
of committing a filthy crime!” 

“I said merely—” 

“Never mind what you said!” She 
was on her feet now, majestic and power- 
ful, a woman of wealth, a person to be 
respected. “I shall hire another lawyer, 
and if that is legally impossible I'll have 
every move you make checked. No one 
shall handle my money who has the 
insolence to accuse me, by word or by 
inference, of committing a despicable 
crime! You're no better than a menial, 
hired to doa job.” 

Carrington said quietly, 
Martin’s friend.” 

**And I am his wife—his widow!” 

She was aware that someone had 
entered the room and turned toward 
the doorway. Dr. Barnes walked toward 
her, then stopped and leaned against a 
long table. His face was grave. He was 
followed by a red-faced man, around 
middle age, who walked with a stoop. 

Ellie lifted her chin imperiously, 
“Come in, doctor.” 

“T’m afraid there has been a serious 
mistake,” Dr. Barnes observed gravely. 
‘Martin Galloway did not die a natural 
death. He was poisoned.” 


“I was 


THE SILENCE of the room was split 
by Ellie’s scream. “That’s a lie! You're 
all in a conspiracy to get my money! I 
didn’t kill Martin. When I went down- 
stairs to warm his milk he had a heart 
attack. He was dead, I tell you. The 
moment I entered the room I knew that 
he was dead!” 

With vague horror she saw that the 
darkened hallway was filled with men. 
Men in plain clothes, men in the blue 
uniforms of the police. 

“You couldn’t have come so quickly. 
There was no reason for you to be 
suspicious. How do I know all of you 
aren't impostors?” She twisted her 
hands in anguish. “I’m an innocent 
woman being persecuted. I didn’t kill 
him. He died alone!” 

The red-faced man said coldly, 
“Where is the milk you heated for your 
husband, Mrs. Galloway?” 

Ellie felt the color drain from her face. 


Her hands, a moment ago strong with 
the surge of power, now felt helpless and 
cold. “I poured it down the drain. Don’t 
ask me why. When a woman finds her 
husband dead, she isn’t responsible. | 
was distracted !” 

“There may be enough left in the trap 
to analyze,” the red-faced man said. 
“We'll have plenty without it though. 
Some spilled over on the table and ate 
into the varnish, and there was a care- 
lessly rinsed glass in a kitchen drawer. 
There will be traces in that, and finger- 
prints. On the tube of poison too- 
fingerprints. Some of the fluid spilled 
on your dress, I see. We'll take that 
along for Exhibit A.” He sighed ponder- 
ously. “You needn’t worry about our 
being impostors, Mrs. Galloway. We've 
been expecting this, you see. Your 
husband notified us of his suspicions 
several weeks ago. He also warned his 
doctor and his lawyer.” 

“Most unfortunate,” Dr. Barnes said. 
“T had hoped that we might get here in 
time, but those quick-acting poisons—” 
He frowned at Ellie. “In a few months 
nature herself would have relieved you 
of the burden of his care, Mrs. Galloway. 
His heart was in serious condition.” 

“But nature did!” Ellie screamed. “I 
demand an autopsy! It was his heart! 
He didn’t touch the poisoned milk! 
When I got back there with it he was 
dead—dead! He died a natural death. 
I’m innocent!” 

“There will be an autopsy, of course,” 
the doctor said. “One is requested in 
Martin’s will. But frankly, it’s un- 
necessary. Any experienced medical 
man can recognize the signs of corrosive 
poisoning. Clenched teeth, coloring of 
the skin, that unmistakable faint odor of 
almonds. I’d want more substantial 
evidence before going to court, but right 
now I’d say it was prussic acid in some 
form,” 

“Cyanide!” Ellie cried out hoarsely. 
“The druggist said it was cyanide! In 
rat poison. I put it in the milk but he 
didn’t drink it. He was dead!” 

Eyebrows were raised. “So you 
decided two poisons would be more 
effective than one?” the red-faced man 
demanded grimly. “That was a waste 
of effort, Mrs. Galloway. One would 
be enough to hang you.” 

Suddenly everything was clear to her. 
Martin had killed himself and laid a 
cruel trap for her at the same time. 
That challenge in his eyes had been a 
question which she had answered boldly 
with a stare of hatred, an unconcealed 
thirst for revenge. He had waited for 
that moment, to be sure she was pre- 
pared to murder him and knew that the 
evidence any amateur in crime invari- 
ably leaves about for the suspicious 
probing eyes of the police would convict 
her. 

All her senses were sharpened. She 
heard the movement of feet shifting 
restlessly in the carpeted hall, saw the 
knowing look that passed between the 
red-faced man and the doctor, heard 
Carrington’s low, angry murmur, “In 
all of my experience with hardened 
criminals this is the worst, the most 
flagrant—” 

Her throat was powerless to stop the 
high sustained scream that issued with 
horrible suddenness from her dry lips. 

She was still screaming when they 
took her away. 


* * * 
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The Brilliant Match 


Continued from page 85 


narrow, loose-jointed, eyeing her with 
wary intensity, told one story. The 
story of a man practically unclassifiable, 
with a certain drollery, a certain streak 
of the barbaric that ignored protest, 
kissed you until your head swam. With 
Tex, the story would be fun—and a 
young, unstudied, violent ardor that 
might last—or might not. 

Warren was another story. Warren 
was a finished product, the product of 
her kind of life and all she had believed 
important. The way he held himself, the 
way he moved, spoke, dressed— his very 
expression told of poise and a cultured 
approach to living. Well-groomed was 
the word, mentally and physically. 

“Do you mind if I come in, Crystal?” 
he said now, half smiling, half quizzical. 

“Come in, Warren 

He closed the door after him, drew up 
a small chair facing her as she sat in the 


° 99 
come In, 


armchair under the lamp. 

“*How are you, Crystal?” 

His tone was so perfectly right for the 
occasion, that she burst out laughing. 
‘“*No bedside manner, please—I'm fine.” 

He took her hand—the one with his 
ruby ring still glowing above the narrow 
wedding band. 

“You don’t have to pretend with me, 
Crystal.” His look rose, stricken, to her 
face. “Crys, why—wbhy did you do it?” 

She stared at him. “Do what?” 

“Run out in front of that cab?” 

“Good lord, Warren, you don’t think 
1 did it 
subconscious— I 


on purpose? Unless it was 
the 


thing coming. I ran out because the only 


never even saw 
empty cab was on the other side of the 
street— that’s all.” 

He didn’t answer her directly. “I 
talked to the doctor. Or rather, I made 
him talk. 


ex-husband 


Not as to a husband—an 
but as to someone who has 
20 years studying human be- 


Some of the things you said 


spent 
havior. 
under ether 

“Now look here, Warren, if you've 
come here professionally, you can take 
It’s nice to be 


civilized, but I’m not going to be a 


vourself right off again. 


guinea pig and enjoy my owndissection.” 


“Are we fighting again, Crys?” One 
eyebrow took a familiar tilt. 
She looked away. “‘ Naturally—when 


you go professional on me. It’s too silly, 
ll admit I was pretty much off the 
deep end about your getting married. 
But that’s quite over now. 
other things to think about.” 
“Don’t be angry, Crys. 
you to know that if anything happened 
to you, I could never forgive myself.” 


I’ve got 


I just want 


““Warren, what are you driving at? I 
remember when we said good-by a year 
ago, you were doing a hornpive at the 
thought of never having to lay eyes on 
me again.” 

“In the heat of anger we say a lot we 
don’t mean. I was angry through and 
through, then. I might have been able 
to go on feeling that way if I hadn’t seen 
you again. And,” he added significantly, 
“if this hadn’t happened.” 

At her look, he said quickly, “All 
right, Crystal—all right. I'll drop it. 
I’m being a very bad psychologist at the 
moment. You spoke of having other 
things to think about.” 

He paused. ‘“There’s someone else 
now, i take it?” he asked stiffly. 

Crystal almost gasped. It had never 





occurred to her that Warren could 
possibly be jealous of her—ever. He 
had never had the slightest reason to be. 
Not even since the divorce, come to 
think of it. 

“Just what did Marda tell you this 
afternoon, Warren?” 

“Marda?” He looked innocent, but it 
broke down. “Crystal, it’s so idiotic I 
oughtn't even mention it. But Marda 
had the insane that there was 
something brewing between you and 


idea 


Tea, of all people.” 

“Why ‘of all people’?” Crystal sud- 
denly found she was having a good time. 
She her eyes with a secret 
smiling look. “Perhaps ! know him 
better than you do, Naturally, Warren, 
I don’t intend to go on living alone for- 
ever. Any more than you do.” 

Warren was reasonable. “In the first 
place Tex is only a kid, He’s much too 


lowered 


young for you.” 

“Three years. Oh, | know—-when I’m 
40 he'll be 37, and so on. And speaking 
of age differences— Patricia is about 10 
years vounger than you are, isn’t she? 

“He has a rather startling 1.Q. And 
besides,” she added dreamily, “marriage 
isn’t all mental, Warren.” 

“Don’t be coy, Crystal.” 
getting angry. “If it’s a physical infatu- 
but for heaven’s 


He was 


ation, get it over with 
; - a 
sake, don’t marry it. 
Her shrug said, “What's the differ- 
ence?” 
“Think of the practical angle, if 
You'll probably have to 
or live on next to nothing 


nothing else. 
support him 
the first few years he’s out of school. 
What’s he going to do, by the way 
what’s he going to be?” 

“Does everybody have to paint, write, 
go into a profession—play a musical 
instrument? Does everybody have to be 
How about all the people 
particular. 


something? 
who aren’t anything in 
Millions of them—just living. Enjoying 
it. That’s an accomplishment in itself.” 
When he would have spoken, she went 
on swiftly, talking as much to herself as 
to him. 
you're 
for 


“It’s all right for you, Warren 
practically all brain. You 
I’m not so sure I’m 


live 
accomplishments. 
I’m as accomplished as all 


and where has it got me? I 


that wav. 
get-out 
have no home, no kids, no real friends 

I gave it too much. I didn’t even have 
you.” 

He caught her hands. “‘Crys—don’t! 
You're getting all worked up.” 

“No, I’m not.” She freed her hands, 
sat back. “As a matter of fact, I don’t 
want you, Warren. Except as a friend.” 
She nodded sweetly. “That's all we ever 
should have been. ] know that now.” 

“How?” 

“Well, to be perfectly frank, Tex 
really taught me that. He’s got ‘it, 
Warren. Something that sparks me.” 

“For God's sake!”’ he breathed. 
“That idiotic army lingo. Have you 
gone crazy? How long do you think 
that will last? And how will you live? 
On love?” 


“Not altogether. He’s not afraid of 


work,” 
“What kind?” 
“Well”—she savored the words—“‘he 


did say he prefers outdoor work. Like 
driving one of those ice cream trucks 
that the kids chase after.” 

“I see. And when the snow flies and 
the kiddics don’t want their ice cream. 
Then what?” 

“Florida, probably. More ice cream.” 
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Warren studied her, and she looked 


| back at him blandly. He smiled between 


relief and exasperation. “You're not 
thinking of marrying him at all.” 

“Oh, yes, I am.” Putting it into 
words that way—it made her breath 
come faster. “‘Do you know something, 
Warren? He’s warm-hearted—and 
he’s fun. I don’t suppose that means 
much to you, but it does to me.” 

“Fun. I suppose we didn’t have fun? 
] suppose I’m a dull stuffed shirt?” 
Warren was ironic, incredulous. 

“You’re a Brain, Warren—and you 
spend too much time grooming it. I was 
a Brain, too. I’m tired of being just 
brainy and nothing else. I want to doa 
little living. And if Tex is the answer— 
then I'll have him.” 

“You don’t have to shout it from the 
housetops, Crystal.” 

““Who’s shouting?” she demanded. 

“You are.” His voice rose. ‘‘ Further- 
more, you’re shouting inanities. Talking 
like a school girl.” 

He threw up his hands. “Talk about 
Patricia’s being on the young girl side— 
why, compared to you in your present 
state, she’s a mature woman.” 

“Then why in heaven’s name don’t 
you hurry up and marry her? Why come 
around to see me? Why put things off?” 

He dropped back in the chair, fixed 
her with those deep-set, bright hazel 
eyes. “Crys—I don’t know. I don’t 
know why I've put it off. Yes, I do know 

you know, too.” 

“Warren,” she said softly, “do you 
know what’s really worrying you? You 
can’t make up your mind whether you 
want to marry Patricia and make her 
into another superwoman—or drop her 
to come back to me. That’s why you 
came over that night—to compare us. 
You don’t know which will be best for 
your future. I haven’t a doubt you’ve 
talked it all over with Marda, too.” 

“That's a harsh thing to say, Crystal.” 
But his cheeks had darkened with a 
flush. 

“That’s the harsh way it is. And I’m 
no holier than thou. I’ve been doing 
the same thing. Wondering what I want 
for my future. What will be best for 
Crystal.” 

She shook her head, a little sadly. 
“We were a brilliant match all right, 
Warren. We had to outshine everybody 

including each other—or we couldn’t 
take it.” 

“Crystal!” He was really shocked. 

““No—” She pushed him back a little 

not angrily, but with finality. 

He stood up, slowly, but he wasn’t 
thinking slowly. 

“*Maybe you’re right, Crys.” He gave 
in gracefully. “‘ But if it’s true, and that’s 
the way we are, maybe we belong to- 
gether. We've always done our best 
work together,” he added wistfully. 

“Oh, Warren, Warren!” Sne burst 
out laughing. ‘“‘You’ll never change, 
will you? Don’t you see? It isn’t me you 
want. It’s someone to help 4 ou pull that 
star wagon of yours.” 

“Have it your way,” he said. “I’m 
not going to argue with you. Only”- 
anger crackled uncontrollably through 
his calm—‘don’t ever come and tell me 
you weren’t warned. You're doing 
something you'll regret. Just to have the 
last word over me. You’re deliberately 
going to a man you'll be ashamed of. 
He’ll probably never do a single import- 
ant thing in his life.” 

“I don’t care what he does, Warren. 
It’s what he is that I love.” 
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She didn’t realize what she had said 
until Warren hac gone. 

**] icve him,” she told the quiet room 
soberly. Then, experimentally, “I love 
the guy.” 

If Tex were here, that would make 
him laugh—and that wasn’t all. 


BUT WHY wasn’t he here? What had 
held him up? Why didn’t he call? The 
visiting hours were almost over. She 
opened the door, sat where she could 
see him the instant he a-rived. 

Worriedly, she watched the clock. 
Could Marda have possibly gone the 
length of telling Tex to stay away? Tie 
thought froze her in cold anger. 

She went to the bed, dropped across 
it, looked up the number of Tex's room- 
ing house. She’d soon straighten that 
out. Marda, Warren—all of them, 
trying to run her life. Warren saying— 
“You'll be ashamed—” 

She grew still, staring blankly ahead 
of her. How well he knew her. How 
well] 

She bad been ashamed, this afternoon. 

She had drawn back, when her own 
world had knocked on that door 
uncertain. Unwilling to be one of a 
world of ill-assorted couples who mect 
and love and marry for heaven only 
knows what sentimental reasons. And 
make it stick. 

With a sickening clarity she saw her- 
self as she was that afternoon—and she 
saw Tex, too. Staring at her as she 
frantically set the scene for her friends. 
She saw him standing back against the 
wall, his face white, silent, watching. 

She saw Marda, patronizing—and 
afraid. Afraid to see anyone step out of 
their closed circle. Afraid to see anyone 
leave the eddy for the stream. 

And Tex—where was he? He wouldn’t 
take it tamely. He wasn’t tame about 
anything. 

Frightened, she called the rooming 
house, waited interminably for them to 
get him. 

“Yes?” 

She hardly recognized his voice. 

“Tex—will you please come over right 
away?” 

“T can’t.” There was a pause. “I’m 
on my way out.” 

“Out where?” 

“Bus station. I’m going out of town.” 

“Not tonight ws 

“What did you want to see me 
about?” 

“Don’t you know?” 

“So it’s on again, is it?” He sounded 
weary. “Look, let’s stop kidding our- 
selves.” 

“Tex, I know I was rotten this 
afternoon. But that was the last of it. It 
was something I had to unlearn. Don’t 
be angry with me.” 

“I’m not angry. I just know that it’s 
no good. We don’t belong. It would 
only happen again. As far as I’m 
concerned, it’s washed up.” 

“Tex—” 

“I’m not going to argue. I’ve got to 
make my bus.” 

“The hospital is right on your way. 
You could at least stop and say good- 
by. Will you do that—said the spider 
to the fly,’ ” she added, smiling into the 

phone and drying her eyes with the back 
of her wrist. “Tex—are you smiling?” 

There was another pause. “Why 
should I be?’ But he was ready to, she 
could tell, 

“All I want to do,” she said, “is to 

# Continued on page 106 
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llere’s 
beauty for you 
plus comfort! 








That Lilyelle~ feeling ... 


so natural ...so lovely ... so 





alive . .. Women everywhere 
are finding this new freedom 
of natural control with Lilyette. 
Sizes 32 to 44 (Style No. 5040), 


LiDeesse Girdle creates 
attractive smooth lines with 
correct comfort. Note the slide 
fastener, lined satin panel, 
satin lastex. Elastic at the 
bottom and light boning at the 
top keep La Déesse snugly in 
place. Sizes 24 to 36 (Style 
No. 9002). 






COKSET 






COMPANY LIMITED 






Makers of fine garments since 1880 
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STILL TIME for last-minute gifts! Or if you're fortunate 
enough to be ready and waiting for Christmas, these may be 
just the items needed in your own household. Above, a cheerful 
red felt bridge cloth, edged in gay green appliqués with points 
caught down by tiny stitches to match appliqué. No. 153C. 


























Announced a year ago in Canada, *Kroy un- 
shrinkable wool is now becoming available 
through leading manufacturers. Now you can 
buy garments which, no matter how many times 
they are washed, positively do not shrink below 
their knitted size. 


Laundering is so easy. Wash as you would any 
fine wool . . . but without the usual bothersome 
precautions against shrinkage. *Kroy wool comes 
clean quickly and more easily. 





Leading Canadian manufacturers now make many 
of their pure wool garments from *Kroy wool. 
Whenever you shop for hand knitting yarns, socks, 
sweaters, underwear, sport shirts and children’s 
garments always look tor the *Kroy wool label. 


THESE LOVELY linens—a tray cloth with matching 
serviettes and tea cosy (not shown) are designed for a break- 
fast tray or as an individual luncheon set. It’s of finest 
white Irish linen, stamped for working in a bell and ribbon 


motif; edges gracefully scalloped. A charming gift! No. 154C. In these popular brands 


Harvey Woods Underwear and Hosiery 
Dupont “Douglas” Sweaters 
Newlands Hand Knitting Yarns 
Guelph Hand Knitting Yarns 
Deacon Brothers Sportswear — 





LiMITED 





NN KROY UNSHRINKABLE WOOLS 


AN EXTRA set of guest towels is the happiest of thoughts. 
These are of heavy Irish linen, ivory shade, stamped ready 
for working in brilliant poppy design (either red or poppy 
pink) and the leaves are bright green. In easy cross-stitch 
that’s quickly worked. Tiny hems are required at sides. 152C. 


ee Pea TI CERI I EH IEICE LL EL TT ETE SE TE ES 
TO ORDER: No. 153C, cloth including cotton for appliqué, elastic for corners, $1.50. 
No. 154C, cloth (1242" x 17” finished) 65 cents; serviettes 25 cents each; tea cosy, 45 
cents; form for cosy, 40 cents; cottons for set (in white or color) 30 cents; additional 
skeins, 3 for 10 cents. 
No. 152C towels (15" x 22”) per pair $1; cottons for working (state color) 20 cents. 
Address Marie Le Cerf, c/o Chatelaine, 481 University Ave., Toronto 2. On out-of-town 
cheques add 15 cents to cover bank exchange, 
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ONLY Westinghouse GIVES YOU THIS 
“Constant Temperature” REFRIGERATION 


Ever look at the Temperature Control of a Refrigerator? There's 
only one that is marked in actual degrees of temperature . . . and 
that is the Westinghouse TRUE-TEMP! 

It has a big advantage . . . because Westinghouse TRUE-TEMP is 
the only Refrigerator that can automatically keep your food at the 
degree of cold you wish, regardless of changes in kitchen tempera- 
ture. In these days of rising food prices, Sabian food at a safe 
constant temperature is especially important. 

TRUE-TEMP is just one of the EXTRA values that make it worth 
your while to hold out for a Westinghouse. 


SUPER FROSTER of Westinghouse Sanalloy for fast 


freezing; abundant ice-cubes; cold storage. 
MEAT KEEPER keeps a week’s supply of fresh meat 
ALL THESE 


wholesome and appetizing, without loss of weight. 
REFRIGERATOR 


GLASS-TOPPED HUMIDRAWER for proper humidity 


storage of fresh vegetables, greens, etc. 
1S) m 74 


STORDOR ...a handy space-saver for small or fre- 
quently used articles. 


TURRET-TOP ALL STEEL CABINET with sanitary one- 


piece interior, Fibreglass insulation, lifetime hardware. 


ECONOMISER mechanism, hermetically sealed in steel; 


never ‘needs oiling; has minimum current consumption, 


BUILT IN WATCHMAN ... automatically protects 


your refrigerator mechanism from damage due to faulty 
power supply. 
CANADIAN WESTINGHOUSE CO. LIMITED - 


ghou se 


HAMILTON, CANADA 
WA Westinghouse Dewlet newt you! 





In remodelling a large kitchen it’s often 


| possible to add a breakfast nook. Eating 


in the kitchen spares the housewife as 
well as the dining room! Popular, too! 


| Right: A full-length cupboard for pots 


and pans placed upside down to prevent 


dust-gathering. Though the shelves 


| slope, door stops mounted on them hold 


the pots and pans so they won’t slide off. 


| Lids are stored in vertical slots, like 
| phonograph records. A raised lip on the 


edge of the shelf keepsthem from rolling. 


Right: Racks are handier than crowded 
drawers for pieces of small equipment. 
The rack sketched is vertical, slides out- 
ward, and is accessible from both sides. 
Items like measuring spoons, sieves and 
bottle openers are hung from hooks, 
while holes accommodate such things as 
can openers, ice picks and skewers. At 
bottom, a place for spices, seasonings. 


In this dining nook, table and benches 
are screened from the rest of the room by 
open shelves. Keeps it separate without 
detracting from the spaciousness of the 
kitchen. Benches can serve also as 
storage places for a variety of items. 
Lids are hinged, lift up. Blueprint gives 
essential dimensions for building table 
and benches. They’re 4 feet 6 inches long. 


Left: A planning centre, including some 
sort of writing surface and a chair, is an 
asset. Here the chair is pushed under 
Its back 
matches the cupboard doors. A black- 
board, phone and shelves are provided. 


the counter when not in use. 








Improving Your Kitchen 


iciency Can Be Built In 


by John Caulfield Smith. ‘Architectural Editor 


/ HE KITCHEN is the workshop of 
the home. But only recently have 
kitchens been planned. In 
grandmothers’ time and even later, 
they simply happened! Most of 
us live in houses built a quarter of a 
century or more ago. Is it any wonder, 
therefore, that more than 90% of the 
women participating in Chatelaine’s 
Consumer Council survey found their 
kitchens unsatisfactory? 

As one of them wrote, “It 
unfair that the business girl is given the 
latest equipment in an air-conditioned, 
scientifically lighted office while her 


our 


seems 


housekeeping sister has to make use of 


inadequate facilities in a poorly ven- 
tilated, badly illuminated kitchen.” 
Chatelaine believes it’s time for a 
change. Recognition of the importance 
of woman’s work in the kitchen is long 
overdue. And recognition can best be 
made by providing her with a home 
workshop worthy of her best efforts. 
Above all, it must be efficient. If it's 
efficient, it'll save labor. Waste motions, 
whether they be walking, stooping or 
And if 
it saves labor, it’ll also save time. That’s 
a desirable feature. A 
human being as well as a cook. 


stretching, will be minimized. 


housewife’s a 


She 


eNO 


Right: What woman wouldn't welcome a 
kitchen phone? On its own shelf, curved 
like counter top and trimmed with 
metal too. Divided into three sections, 
shelf takes telephone, directory and 


housewife’s purse. Having the purse 


handy eliminates a dash through the # 


house to find it when a tradesman calls 
at the back door. Stool fits under shelf. 





Right: Here’s a simple, inexpensive way 
of doubling the efficiency of a kitchen 
drawer. Install horizontal runners on 
the inside of the front and back faces of 
the drawer. On top of the runners insert 
a cutlery box divided into compart- 
ments for knives, forks and . spoons. 
Underit various utensils like egg beaters, 
pancake turners and mixing spoons 
can be stored. They’ re easily reached by 
sliding the cutlery drawer back and forth, 


should have leisure to develop personal 
interests and share in family fun. 

Many women already know how their 
individual kitchen problems can be 
solved. And it’s amazing how simple 
and inexpensive many of the remedies 
are. “I'd like a bigger window over 
the sink,” one says. Another requests a 
built-in ironing board. Still another 
would be satisfied if she had a couple 
of extra lighting fixtures. 

Well, now, let’s review the principles 
underlying the design of the room and 
discuss applications of these principles. 
In future issues there'll be articles 
dealing with specific subjects like light- 
ing, floor coverings, counter tops, cup- 
boards and so on. We'll deal with them 
one by one. All will have a common 
denominator: how to make kitchen 
work less exhausting. 


ONE OF the first principles to be 
examined concerns the location of equip- 
ment. The improper placing of a majo1 
appliance can more than double the 
traflic to and from it in getting meals 
ready. The extra effort involved con- 
tributes to nervous tension and strain 


There’s no necessity to have an 


# Continued on next page 






Left: The junction of counter top and 
back splash is difficult to keep clean, 
unless the two surfaces are continuous. 
A small cove is enough to turn the top 
upward into the back splash. A metal 
molding is often used as an alternative. 
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Westinghouse 
J 


Extra Protection Plus “Cushioned Action” - 


You'll see something on the new Westinghouse Washer that 
you won’t find on any other washer . . . anywhere . . . at any 
price. It’s the exclusive “Sentinel of Safety” . . . automatic 
protection for you and the washer. Eliminates blown fuses... 
protects the motor against damage . . . starts and stops the 
washer at a finger touch . . . protects you against shock even 
when your fingers are wet. It’s just another of the EXTRA 
values you get only in a Westinghouse. Its “Cushioned Action” 
is just as important to save wear and tear on your clothes 


Make Sure of ALL These Advantages 


WASHES CLEANER 


| WITHOUT WEAR 
LASTS LONGER 


PLUS Latest streamline Lovell Wringer with Feathertouch Instant 

Release; Centralized Controls; Rust-proof, Spring-mounted 
Casters; Bonderized, Porcelain-enamelled Steel Tub; Precision Engi- 
neered mechanism. 


ewe CANADIAN WESTINGHOUSE CO. LIMITED - HAMILTON, CAMADA 
VAG MAYeS thane WL CL ee 
C 


Tests prove that “Cushioned Action” 
really gets clothes cleaner. 


Clothes cost money. They wear better 
and longer with “Cushioned Action” 
washing. 


The Westinghouse Washer is preci- 
sion built for long life and trouble- 
free service. 
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A common remodelling problem concerns the sink, particu- 
larly the corner sink. So often it’s located in a badly lighted, 
inconvenient place. The least expensive solution is to leave it in 
its existing location, but the ideal solution is to move it under an 
adjacent window. These sketches illustrate the two schemes. 
Above, the location of the sink is unchanged. A continuous 
counter, with a new flat rim sink set into it, has been installed; 
cupboards and better artificial lighting have also been provided. 
Below: a new roll-rim sink, complete with drainboard, has been 
installed under the window. Cupboards have been built under the 
sink and along the wall. A special feature is the “Lazy Susan” 
in the lower corner cupboard with its revolving shelves to bring 
all equipment within easy reach. 
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Cold, wet weather doesn’t dim the outdoor enjoyment of women 
who “dress for it.” And... footwise ... you are really dressed 
in smart new Airliners. 

They are sleek ... stylish... as dressy as Cinderella’s slippers... 
and almost as dainty ! 


Best, of all, you don’t have to sacrifice comfort for style. Air- 
liners have cuddly, deep-wool lining. You'll never know a 
nippy toe, or a wet foot ... they're waterproof! And, because 
Airliners are foot-fitting ... light in weight ... you enjoy real 
walking comfort. 

You'll wear your Airliners with or without shoes ... as you please. 
Ask your footwear dealer to show you the fascinating new Air- 
liners today. Look for the famous B.F. Goodrich name. ial 


Detar tee Md A a 


ambitious layout in order to make the 
kitchen a pleasant, comfortable work- 
shop. What is essential is careful study 
of the space available, and decision as 
to the best location for the major work 
areas. These are three in number: 
receiving, preparation and serving. Once 
the basic arrangement is settled, at- 
tention can be paid to the desirability 
of adding such features as a breakfast 
nook, planning centre, or closet for 
cleaning equipment. 

The best location for the receiving 
area, which is planned around the 
refrigerator, is usually considered to be 
close to the outside door. The best 
location for the serving area, which is 
planned around the range, is thought 
to be close to the dining room door. The 
preparation centre, which is planned 
around the sink, should be conveniently 
located between the receiving and serv- 
ing areas. It should be connected with 
them by a continuous counter top. 

While the refrigerator-sink-range se- 
quence is regarded as ideal by most 
authorities, it is actually only a guide. 
Some housewives find departures from 
it necessary to accommodate their own 


working habits. In any event, the 
perfect arrangement is often difficult to 
achieve in kitchen remodelling. The 
location of existing piping invariably 
dictates where the preparation area will 
be. It’s always economical to keep the 
sink as close as possible to the main 
plumbing “‘stack”’ of the house. 


OTHER LIMITATIONS to completely 
functional planning are the sizes and 
shapes of kitchens. Some are too 
narrow, have awkward corners or poorly 
spaced windows and doors. The ma- 
jority, however, fall into the categories 
of being either too small or too big. 
Many of the kitchens in houses built 
before the war err in being too compact. 
They provide little more than a single 
place to stand while preparing meals. 
There’s nowhere to sit, let alone eat, in 
sich a kitchen. 

The big kitchen, a heritage from the 
past, is easier to remodel than the small 
kitchen. It’s large enough to accom- 
modate new equipment such as home 
freezers and automatic dishwashers. 
It usually permits inclusion of a break- 
fast nook or bar, Part of it may be 
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i used convenintly as a laundry room. 

The type of refrigerator and range 

| f flores provided doesn’t greatly matter in dis- 


cussing the layout of the kitchen. 
Manufacturers offer a wide range of 
models and sizes. Sinks also differ 


considerably from one another. Because 
they are a permanent part of the house, 
a word or two regarding them will not 
be out of place. Sinks with flat rims may 
be recessed in the counter top. Those 









“SHE’S 40—BUT LOOKS 25” 


There's nothing like bright, sparkling hair to make a 
person look younger. The secret of glamorous, 
attractive hair is simple — use Nestle Colorinse for 
gleaming loveliness. Use it at home—tonight—after 
you shampoo .. . not a dye. . . it’s quick and easy 
to apply! Nestle Colorinse comes in 9 glorifying 
shades . . . 15¢ and 35¢c at all Beauty Counters. 


COLORINSE 





AV 





Nestle, originators of permanent 
waving, are bair specialists whe 
make Hairlac, Shampoo, Baby Hair 
Treatment and Shampoo Tint. 


Hestte GOLORINSE 


“CANADA'S MOST BEAUTIFUL WOMEN CHOOSE NESTLE!” 








Lovely sentiments on 
lovely writing Dimensions for kitchen cupboards 
poper... have been standardized as the 


Q , - CAMEO result of years of trial and error. 


\ ca \ VELLUM Not ideal in every case, they are 
~.\ as \ also adds 


nevertheless a fair compromise. 
BARBER \e smartness Manufacturers follow these. 
ELLIS putt, on style 


with roll rims, which are available with 

drainboards, are generally mounted 

separate from the counter. Both flat 

and roll-rim sinks come in single and 
| double compartment styles. Roll-rim 
sinks constructed with cabinets under- 
neath are also on the market. They may 
be purchased as complete units. 

The sink is not only important in the 

matter of food preparation: it has a 
part to play in dishwashing and garbage 
disposal as well. Most modern sinks 
are fitted with a swing faucet and have 
wastes of the “basket” type. The latter 
combine the functions of strainer and 
stopper. Some of the newest sinks are 
designed to be used in conjunction with 
automatic dishwashers. Others may be 
fitted with a garbage disposal device 
which grinds up everything except bones 
and tin cans and flushes them down the 
drain. . 
Counter tops may be covered with 
any of a wide range of materials. 
Linoleum, plastic, metal or tile may be 
used. Wood has advantages for certain 
purposes. The choice largely depends 
on the personal preference of the 
housewife. 

The height the counter top should be 
above the floor has been established by 
kitchen authorities as 36 in. Many 
women prefer a higher working surface, 





““‘WHERE SMART PEOPLE GATHER” 





« CLAMONDS but short women find 38 in. or 40 in. 

ge RRKUNS iene oF = extremely awkward. It’s better in 

cae anc wa ae remodelling to observe the 36 in. dimen- 
Sconapunnent 1 1 ante sion. Manufacturers of ranges and sinks | 


qoomm onto 


work to this height. 
The space between the counter top 
[ee and the bottom of the wall-hung cup- 
7 or ” r boards has been established at 18 in. 
‘ Like the counter, these cupboards are 


Ny Pan \ 36 in. high, The cupboards over the 
) refrigerator will be less, as six inches 
will be required between the top of the Where smart people gather 
refrigerator—considerably higher than so CORK TIP 
ad the counter top—and the upper cup- Virginia Ovals assure good taste. OR PLAIN 


POIs boards. 


































































































































































































— Chatelaine, November, 1947 


ee 


here’s what you expect your new, 
up-to-date home laundry to do for 
you ... and EASY Spindry does 
it ALL. 


Washes everything from lingerie 
to blankets, safely, thoroughly, by 
exclusive Vacuum-cup action. 


Rinses aii your laundry right in 
the spinner basket. 


Dries everything ready for the line 
or for ironing . . . faster, more 
efficiently than by any other 
method. 


Handles All Water... 


not only fills and empties the tub 
... but returns your hot suds from 
dryer to washing tub ready for use 
again, if you desire. 


Saves Soap and Hot Water... 


because it doesn’t waste them... 
actually does your week’s laundry 
with less soap and hot wate. than 
other types of washer. 


That’s just half the story 


of the sensational new EASY 
Spindry ... EASY offers a lot more 
advantages you'll want to know 


about! 
THE EASY WASHING MACHINE CO. 


LIMITED, TORONTO (10) CANADA 


spend in the kitchen? 


They replied: 


1 to 3 hours — 10% 
4 to 6 hours — 52% 


Cooking — 70% 
Dishes — 15% 


Dishes 
General 
Cleaning — 29% 


— 38% 













Kitchen Table — 70% 









Consumer Couneil Ballot Box 


Canada’s Kitchens 


Ore are some of the highlights of the kitchen 
ballot. Others will be dealt with in future 
issues of Chatelaine. Councillors were asked: 


How many hours per day, on an average, do you 


7 to 9 hours — 18% 
10 or more — 5% 


> ROE RA 


% 
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No answer — 15% ; | 


What do you like about kitchen work? 


Ironing — 144% 


Everything — 10% 


What do you dislike about kitchen work? 


Floors 


— 24% 


Everything — 1% 


(These last two questions add to more than 100% 
because some Councillors gave multiple answers. ) 


If any of your meals are served in the kitchen, 
where do you serve them? 


Kitchen Nook — 10% 


(The balance serve no meals in the kitchen.) 


Ironing — 10% : 
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Who Eats Meals There? 

Not so long ago people felt sheepish 
if caught eating a meal in the kitchen. 
Maidless homes kept up appearances, 
and there was a mealtime struggling 
back and forth between kitchen and 
dining room, often with tiresome treks 
through pantries and hallways. Is this 
way of life on its way out? 

Chatelaine Consumer Council ballots 
throw a hint in that direction. They 
show a surprisingly high number of 
families eating all their meals in the 
kitchen. Four out of five eat breakfast, 
over half the noon meal and almost half 
the evening meal. And this has little 
to do with beguiling kitchen nooks 
because of these numbers only 10% 
have nooks; the balance use the kitchen 
table. What will happen to the old- 
fashioned dining room when the ma- 
jority of people have attractive dinettes 
or kitchen alcoves? It may go the way 
of the old-fashioned den. 

Ballots show that the Maritimes, 
perhaps because they cherish their old 
traditions, eat fewer noon and evening 
meals in the kitchen than do other 
British Columbia, the 
Prairies and Ontario all show the same 


provinces. 


high kitchen-eating trend. 

Does the size of the community make 
any difference? Rural homes, like the 
pioneer homestead, have always con- 
centrated on making the kitchen the 
cosiest room in the house. Usually the 
largest, it is frequently dining room, 
living room and kitchen. In_ spite 


of this our survey shows little difference 
between the number of meals eaten in 
the rural kitchen compared to the urban, 
with the exception of the evening meal 
fewer urbanites have dinner in the 
kitchen. Even at that; a third of the 
families living in large cities eat their | 
evening meal in the kitchen. This trend 
toward kitchen meals is greater among 


| 
| 
Come Into the Kitehen | 


the younger age groups. 

Several factors probably figure in this 
back-to-the-kitchen movement, and, | 
most important, there’s lack of kitchen 
help. Although before the war many 
Canadian housekeepers did not have 
maids, they did have some kind of help | 
from a woman by the day who washed, | 
cleaned or ironed. Today many of these 
same housekeepers are doing everything. 
Something apparently had to be don 
to save the housewife from decimation. 
Cutting out steps between kitchen and 
dining room seems to be a start. 


Who Stands at Her Work? 

Chatelaine asked: Do you prefer to 
stand or sit when preparing vegetables, | 
washing dishes, ironing and cooking? 
Out of every 100 women, the following 
prefer to sit: 


55 while preparing vegetables 
23 while ironing 

6 while doing dishes 

4 while cooking 


To women who have trained them- 
selves to sit while doing most of their | 





you'll discover why it pays to see 
and compare before you decide 
on the new laundry equipment for 
your home. What other washer at 
any price gives you these EASY 
advantages: 


Does ALL the Laundry 
in ONE Hour a Week 


Two or three tubs if you wish, 
Saves your soap and hot water for 
use again. No need to wash in 
“dribs and drabs” . . . using up all 
your hot water every day. 


Twice as Fast 

EASY’S two tubs do the work in 
half the time. One tubful rinsed 
and dried while another is being 
washed. 


Washes & Dries EVERYTHING 


Fine lingerie and laces . . . overalls 
and work-shirts . . . blankets and 
comforters ... all are laundered 
thoroughly, safely and efficiently 
by EASY’S exclusive methods. 


Saves Your Clothes 


EASY Vacuum-cup action washes 
clothes really clean with ordinary 
soap and water. Requires no de- 
tergents, softeners or harmful 
chemicals. 

Saves You Money 

Clothes last longer. Soap and hot 
water go further. And EASY Spin- 
dry costs far less to buy and use 
than other types of home laundry 


equipment. 
SEE YOUR 
EASY DEALER 











Now that you know the trouble rust 
can cause, by all means replace clogged 
or leaky hot and cold water lines with 
Anaconda Copper Tubes. 

Copper tubes will never rust causing 
the flow of water to be reduced to a 
trickle. 


And here’s reai news! Copper 
tubes cost very litthe more installed 
than rustabie pipe. Anaconda Copper 
Tubes, the quality standard of the 
industry, are trade-marked for per- 
manent identification. Consult your 
plumbing contractor and write for our 
free booklet, “Your Enduring Home”. 

AnaConoA 

Copper ond Bross 


ANACONDA AMERICAN BRASS 
LIMITED 


(Since 1922 Headquarters in Canada 
for Copper and Brass 


Main Office and Plant: Montreal Office: 
New Toronto, Ont. 939 Dominion Sq. Bldg. 


AE EN LLIN 


Promptly Relieves 


RHEUMATIC 
ACHES-PAINS 


Sore, Stiff Muscles 


When vou're suffering from rheumatic, 
lumbago or neuritis pains—from stiff 
lame muscles—rub on Musterole for fast, 
long-lasting relief. 





Musterole offers the advantages of a 
warming, stimulating mustard plaster 
yet is much easier to apply just rub it 
on. Musterole promptly relieves aching 
soreness and helps break up the conges- 
tion. In 3 strengths. 


~*~ & 





kitchen jobs, the low figures above seem 
to them cases of deliberate self-torture ! 
They claim that if energy could be 
measured, women would be surprised 
at what they could save at the end of 
each day, by sitting down to the various 
jobs. (N.B. No increase noticed in 
middle-age spread.) Women stand to 
iron chiefly because they’ve never 
learned how to sit. It takes one or two 
things: A much lower board (page the 
manufacturers) or a high stool. If 
distances are properly gauged, women 
can sit comfortably to iron and still get 
on top of their ironing, 


Who Copes With the Children? 


All answers to the question: Have 
you any ideas for keeping small children 
away from danger spots in the kitchen? 
boil down a little sternly to discipline. 
A woman once asked her doctor, “When 
should I start disciplining my child?” 
His reply, “From the moment the 
doctor says, ‘Madam, it is a boy, or a 
girl.’ ’ Chatelaine Councillors seem to 
be all out for this dictum. Almost to 
a woman they say, “If your children 
are disciplined, you won’t have to worry 
too much about danger spots.” Of 
course there are certain areas which have 
a way of skirting discipline such as half- 
open cellar doorways, steam kettle 
spouts, pans on a stove with a tempting 
handle sticking out. One Councillor 
suggests, for those with coal or wood 
burning stoves (and 52% of Canadian 
homes have this kind), the placing of 
a firescreen around the fire box. She 
always keeps the cellar door locked. 

Another Councillor feels that small 
children are happiest imitating. If you 
can have a small set of chairs and table 
in the corner of the kitchen, equipped 
with miniature dishes, children will play 
happily in the knowledge that they’re 
doing what you’re doing. 


Who Uses a Dishpan and Who the 
Sink? 

Over three quarters of Chatelaine 
Councillors prefer to wash their dishes 
in a dishpan rather than in the sink. 
Reasons advanced are: Sink requires 
too much soap; more convenient in pan 
as place, height, space and light can be 
considered; more sanitary because sink 
is used for other purposes such as 
washing hands, vegetables and dispos- 
ing of dirty water; less breakage of 
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When you invest in a FINDLAY Range your dollar value is 
higher. That’s because, in this period of generally rising prices, 
FINDLAY Ranges have advanced less than many other things 
you might plan to buy. 
In addition, you get all the advantages of FINDLAY time-tested 
cooking dependability, and efficient, 
modern design. Whatever your choice 
— coal and wood, gas or electric — 
compare today’s values, and you'll 
want a FINDLAY Range! Your local 
FINDLAY dealer is receiving lim- 
ited, but regular shipments. Ask 
him to show you the advantages 
of the models that are available. 


dishes; sink would have to be cleaned 
too often, and dishpan is easier to clean. 
A great number also use a dishpan 
because they have no sink, or their sink 
is the old-fashioned kind. 

The 22 out of a 100 who do prefer 







AWAY 
RAY 
HAIR 


...AND LOOK IO | | Sealers seats 

YEARS YOUNGER fresh water quickly available. 
j 

© Now, at home, you can quickly tint telltale gray to i 
natural-appearing’ shades—from lightest blonde to dark- | Who Has Helpful Ideas? 
est black. Brownatone and a smal) brush does it-——or your 
money back. Approved by thousands—Brownatone is 
guaranteed harmless when used as directed. No skin test 
needed. The principal coloring agent is a purely vege- 
table derivative with iron and copper salts added for fast 
action. Cannot affect waving of hair. Lasting—does not 
wash out. Just brush or comb it in, One application 
imparts desired color. Simply retouch, as new gray ap- 
pears. Easy to prove on a test lock of your hair. 50¢ 
and $1.50 at druggists. Get BROW NATONE now, or 





the sink say it holds more dishes; is less 
trouble and quicker; more water and 





Councillors were asked to share their 
helpful ideas. Here are some we feel 
are worth passing on: 

One Councillor asks, “‘Does the rub- 


‘ ; . Gas ranges and combination coal and gas 
ber insulation wear at the top or sides 


ranges are available for use with manu- 
factured, natural or propane (bottled) gas. 


Write for FREE TEST BOTTLE | . your refrigerator door? If so, put 


Mention natural color of your hair Send a post card 


Lenton ta eT Dat TEN, COVINGTON, KY. | adhesive tape over this worn part from 
ms me metal to metal. This seems to do the 


es 


5ye . 
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trick and wears well.” 

Another finds that bread and flour 
bins swung On a pivot instead of in pull- 
out drawers are more easily handled. 

Envelopes pasted on the inside of a 
cupboard door, one above the other, to 
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than meets the eye 
in a CRANE BATHROOM 


When you have CRANE throughout your 
plumbing and heating system, you are sure of 
unfailing dependability in what is behind the 
walls and floors, as well as outstanding beauty 
in the visible Crane appointments. 
Informative Crane literature will give you 
just the information you need before you consult 
architect or plumbing and heating contractor. 


CRANE prinTED HELPS 


Write for those you specifically can use: 


1A “Planning the Bathroom and Kitchen”, 24 pages 
of practical ideas for the home you plan to builds 

28 “Plumbing and Heating for the Home”. A product 
booklet showing fixtures and equipment now being 
manufactured. 

3D “Gerity ‘Lifetime’ Chrome Bathroom Accessories”. 
Lustrous soap dishes, towel bars and other items of 
modern design. 


4F “How to Select the Right Heating System For 
Your Home”—16 pages describing and illustrating 
various heating methods. 

5E— “Plumbing and Heating Pointers”. To help you 
keep going with equipment you now have. 


Architecture should be honest. Don’t combine 


an expensive front with cheap sides and back. 


Part IV.... The Summing Up 


John Caulfield 


Smith, 


Chatelaine’s 


Home Planning 


Editor, concludes his serial story of fact — not fiction 
— concerning homebuilding at today’s pace and cost 


*"VE DISCUSSED in this series of 
articles how we Smiths bought a lot, 
designed our house and financed its 
construction. Now it’s time to make 

a few remarks pertaining to the new 
house vou expect to build. I'd like to 
talk about its style, the size and ar- 
rangement of its rooms and how, after 
you obtain plans and specifications, you 
get it erected. 

Many people concerned about a build- 
ing’s stvle think architecture is some- 
thing “applied,” like a slipcover over 
a chair. This is far from being true. 
Architecture embraces every aspect of 
design and construction. You can 
measure the architectural quality of any 
structure by asking: Is the purpose for 
which it is intended properly served by 
its plan and attractively expressed by 
its appearance? Is it durable and 
inexpensive to maintain because of the 
materials and methods used in its 
construction? 


A house whose design is based on 
an historic style may correspond with 
your idea of how a house should look, 
but its plan will probably be dictated 
by the outside appearance of the build- 
ing. On the other hand, a house planned 
to suit all modern living needs may look 
quite different from traditional designs. 
There’s no doubt in my own mind that 
it’s best to design a house from inside 
out rather than from outside in. List 
the rooras ycu require, then use the floor 
area you can afford so as to provide for 
If the outside 


is kept simple and is well proportioned, 
the house will have eternal youth and 
good resale value. 

If you must go period, don’t turn the 
clock back more than 200 years. The 
Colonial tradition in building has not 
yet run its course, but earlier styles are 
archaeology—not architecture. Houses 
copied from them look out of place and 
out of date even before they’re finished. 
Don’t build one unless you're consistent 

unless your husband's willing to ex- 
change his blue serge suit for doublet 
and hose! 


In locating the various rooms you'll 
no doubt want assurance that they'll 
receive maximum light and air. Possibly 
you wish to put the dining room on 
the south or east so it will get the 
morning sun? Then you'll likely want 
the living room on the south or west 
Very 
good, but don’t forget the dining room 


so it will get the afternoon sun. 


in the location chosen may look directly 
into your neighbor’s kitchen and simi- 
larly, the living room may miss an 
attractive view of your garden. 

The same considerations affect the 
placing of the kitchen. A kitchen facing 
west is generaily considered undesirable 
because the afternoon sun makes the 
But perhaps in your 
case “west is best” because in that 


room too warm. 


location you can keep an eye on the 
children playing outside. It doesn’t 
matter so much where bedrooms are 
located, though you may prefer to have 
the master bedroom on the north side of 


1-7031 them most adequatzly. 


CRANE 


AND ITS SUBSIDIARIES 


CRANE 
Limited 


WARDEN KING 


Limited 


CANADIAN POTTERIES 
Limited 


PORT HOPE SANITARY 


Manufacturing Co. Limited 


Plumbing Fixtures - Heating Equipment 
Valves - Fittings - Piping 


New household equipment, like 
cold storage lockers, dishwashers 
and laundry machines necessitate 
larger kitchens. Careful plannin 

CRANE LIMITED, General Office: 1170 Beaver Hall Square, Montreal, 2, Canada is sans ce for best ipeiemeaiiees. 


Branches in 18 Cities in Canada and Newfoundland 
NATION WIDE REPRESENTATION THROUGH PLUMBING AND HEATING CONTRACTORS EVERYWHERE 





the house, Then the sun won’t wake you 
too early Sunday mornings! 


If you finance the erection of your 
house under the National Housing Act, 
the various rooms cannot be smaller 
than a certain minimum size. I per- 
sonally prefer a room to be an adequate, 
rather than a minimum size. In my 
opinion, the average living room should 
be about 13 feet by 18 feet and the 
average dining room about 10 feet by 
13 feet. In keeping with the trend 
toward open planning—a fancy term 
which means making one room serve two 
purposes—you may desire to combine 
the living and dining rooms. If so, the 
dimensions I’ve given may be slightly 
reduced. 

Future kitchens are likely to be 
larger than those of the past. This is 
not only because people like them big 
enough to contain a breakfast nook, but 
because of the introduction of new 
pieces of equipment such as cold storage 
lockers, automatic dishwashers and 
laundry machines. Many architects 
favor combining the laundry with the 
kitchen. It gets it out of the basement, 
which is sometimes not a very cheerful 
or convenient place. 

The main bedroom should be about 





View is as important as light and air 
in locating rooms. Don't place windows 
in side walls across from neighbor's. 


him down, said, “He was a likeable old 
duffer, good humored and sure of his 
ability to get everything needed to 
complete the work speedily. We signed 
the contract in the spring but, despite 
nudging on my part, he let the entire 
summer pass without doing more than 
put in the foundation walls. 1 wish 
you could see them. I don’t know 
whether I could have done a better job 
myself, but I’m certain my wife could 
have!” 

Another man I know signed a con- 
tract about the same time. His con- 
tractor, friendly and full of confidence, 
started in at a furious pace as soon as 





Mixing architectural styles is rarely successful. If you must 
wrap your house in history, choose a not too ancient period. 


the same size as the dining room. In 
it—and other rooms as well—the win- 
dows should not all be located on the 
same wall. They should be on adjoining 
or opposite walls so as to provide cross 
ventilation. The placing of doors must 
also be carefully considered. And don’t 
forget to allow enough wall space for 
the arrangement of the furniture. 


Thought must be given to these 
matters as your architect prepares the 
plans of your house. At the same time 
you'll have to decide on what materials 
and equipment to specify. Finally, when 
the plans and specifications are com- 
pleted, you'll be faced with the problem 
of finding someone to do the actual 
building. 

This may not be easy, though your 
architect can assist you. Many builders 
have found they can make more money 
erecting houses for sale than building 
under contract. And most of those still 
contracting refuse to give a firm price 
because of the unsettled supply situa- 
tion. They insist that their profit be 
based on a percentage of the cost of 
the work. The higher the cost the more 
money they make. It’s an arrangement 
that doesn’t encourage economy! 

In building the Smith house, I tried 
two contractors. Both had their troubles 
and I finally had to do the contracting 
myself. This isn’t exceptional these 
days. Many people have had the same 
experience. Only recently a friend of 
mine, describing a contractor who'd let 


weather permitted. Walls and roof were 
erected in no time. Then he slowed 
to a gradual stop. It became evident 
that the material shortage had him 
licked. Again the contract was wound 
up. Should you sometime be faced with 
a similar situation, remember that just 
as you should consult a lawyer before 
you sign the contract, so you should 
consult one when you and the contractor 
come to the parting of the ways. 

For the past 12 months I’ve handled 
the organization of the Smith work 
myself. It has consumed a tremendous 
amount of time, but at least I have 
the satisfaction of knowing exactly 
what’s going on! 


The urge to build is really a funny 
thing. It springs from various sources: 
a desire for independence, to have proper 
accommodation for your family, to be 
part of the community. But whatever 
its source, its effect on the average 
human being is as potent as a pipeful 
of opium. Fact gives way to fantasy, 
blind optimism replaces reason. 

So, in concluding this series, I’d like 
to repeat the warning given in my Iirst 
article. Building a house today takes 
infinite patience, considerable sacrifice 
and a practically bottomless purse. 
There’ll be times you'll be afraid the 
project will never get finished. At other 
times—when you contemplate the pile 
of incoming bills—you’ Il be afraid it will. 
But eventually, moving into your new 
house will be its own reward! # 


— 


, 
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ef C he a ask you to marry me. That won’t take 


i mie 

up much of your time. 
WTAE PARCEIS She heard him swear softly under his 
breath. He sounded a little desperate 


when he spoke again. “I can see you—I 
. , can just sce you married to an ordinary 
ELECTRICAL 6 as, 5 guy, living an ordinary life—with 
APPLIANCES y Ps ordinary kids—in some ordinary dump 
' without a single totem mask or an 
African primitive 

She had him arguing. She was happy. 

It was her element. 
“We'll never live an ordinary life, 
Tex. You're a lovely, lovely loony. And 


RUSTED HARDWARE 
WITH SOLID BRASS 


NO PLATING will long protect rust- 
able metals. Inside or outside the 
house, in bathroom, kitchen’ or 
laundry, solid brass hardware will 
never rust. Leading hardware manu- 
facturers have always preferred brass 
or bronze for hardware of superior 
quality. For further information write 
for our free booklet, “Your Enduring 
Home”. 


Here’s an ideal item to include in we'll have fun. Dariing, listen 
your next overseas parcel because When she put the phone down, she 
E. D. Smith’s Pure Tomato Paste is: . : F 
waited for a momeni for the shakes to 


NUTRITIOUS—the vitamins, muscle- stop. Then she sat up in bed and set her 
FOR DUTY! building minerals and high caloric makeup-box on her knees. 
content of fresh-picked tomatoes The nurse glanced in, surprised. 
carefully protected by the E. D. sii ; a9 
Backed with a reputa- Smith process. Prettying up for someone. 
ee “er ouerennns Crystal nodded, smiled through a 
alue, beau : "oe x 
pendable oalieaaas DELICIOUS—so many ways to serve bobby pin, while she worked at the net 
: it i ishing soups, sauces, sand- 
ance, the Canadian st in nouris ‘ , gape 
Beauty trade mark wiches, etc. Recipe on label. Recipe 
stands for quality folder at your Grocers or write E. D. 
electrical appliances. Smith & Sons Ltd., Winona, Ont. “Can I help you tuck that in 
These are products asked 
ne Ne PN ECONOMICAL— Just a few cents a tin, 
will serve faithfully so include several. Light weight 
day by day, year after saves postage. No loss through eters 
year after year! damage in transit. Grocers hair luxuriously free : He’s not the 
everywhere have it. chignon type,” she said. # 


holding her hair at the back. 
The nurse took a step into the room. 
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Covngr ond Brews 
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?”” she 


ANACONDA AMERICAN BRASS 
LIMITED 


(Since 1922 Headquarters in Canada 
for Copper and Brass) 
Main Office and Plant: Montreal Office: 
New Toronto, Ont. 939 Dominion Sq. Bidg. 


“No, thanks.” Crystal gave one yank, 
ripped off the net and shook her dark 


* 
Sold by Hardware, De- 


id Appli ' 5 
Ssocer shvomghont is D Tbe (ome Into the Kitchen 
Canada. It pays to insist 
on—and even wait for | FS = Continued trom page 103 


—<a Canadian Beauty. 7 
VL Te eA hold loose recipes, are found to be most 


convenient. 


RENFREW ELECTRIC AND REFRIGERATOR | TOMATO PASTE Two tablespoonfuls of waterglass to 


ee me bid ga Ae 


Now brew REAL coffee 
inaflash! = (i (si 


one gallon of water makes washing 


patited surfaces very easy. No soap 


is required, Wipe the woodwork with 


ONE-CUP COFFEE MAKER 


by CAFEX 
_ dust pour hot water 
into Kw:k-cup, using any 
finely ground coffee 
HARTFORD PRODUCTS 
Corporat.on 
‘eoervilttie, 


waterglass solution, then again with 
clear water and wipe dry. It leaves a 
ice gloss. 


E KEEP CAMPANAS | Wisi sie price of tour up, n0 need 


w small families to waste any bread 


= ITALIAN BALM IN | ail ben bread keeps so weil for so 


ong wrapped in wax paper in the 


oo i THE KITCHEN... \ «iverson 


For those who use electric plates on 
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care where al/ the : hot summer days, one Councillor say s: 


= | “I had my hot plate fitted into one of 
~ | 
° ° = 
family Cal WS /t - my working surfaces. This was done 
— . . 
— by protecting the wood with asbestos; 
Sond 
Ss the cord attached to the wall. It 
= resembles an electric plate and in sum- 
= ° . . 
mer is quite convenient. I hada piece of 
asbestos made to fit over the plate to 
22 protect the element when not in use. 
Several people have copied the idea.” 
Another has a grocery delivery drawer 
opening outside under the sink. It is 
part of the cupboard scheme. Also a 
corner shelf for the radio with the 


Or OE YX Xe and telephone recessed below it. 


A drop-leaf table attached to any wall 


in the kitchen ts a wonderful surface 
| 1 SS for making salads. It stays flat against 
the wall when not in use. 


If you have a wall-recessed ironing 
board which is in the wrong position, 


cramped or otherwise unsatisfactory, 


The Britliant Match 
| 
| 


take it cut and have shelves built into 


This is the original 
skin softener recess for spices, etc 


wie a. 
Your hands need protection. So A combination kitchen and laundry 
: ; ; 7 enables you to do several jobs at once 
E don’t take chances with this or C ; eR a thi 
f- : : : Ss ceeping an eye on everything. 
= = ma mse Compone’s Iealian 2 AMPanas “I wouldn’t be without my roller of 
to , ~ , y ae ” . ° 
E Balm which will definitely protect = e paper towels”—for cleaning greasy pans; 
f= your hands from dryness, rough- aa La m preliminary cleaning of sink; and wrap- : 
Ca 
E = CANADA’S FINEST 
soft and well-groomed. A few = a me which might be apt to run when in 
S CIGARETTE 


ness and chapping; keep them ping of dampened clothes, the color of 
a 
~ drops are sufficient for boch hand ironing basket. # 
ee ete 25¢ 35¢ 50c $1.00 
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Quick 
and Easy 


Have a slice of fruit bread, 
or a delicious home-made 
bun! The assortment (from 
left) shows lemon tea drops, 
filled crescents, pinwheels, 
jam buns, iced cherry knots. 


LTHOUGH it may be chilly outside, it’s cosy in the kitchen. What 
better time to see for yourself how satisfying bread making can be! 

If you are one of those people who say, “I’d love to make bread 

and rolls, but it’s so much trouble,” then you're in for a pleasant surprise. 

There’s a new simplified technique for making bread, which 

Chatelaine Institute has been investigating. We are happy to report that it 

turns out light, tender loaves and rolls, which vie with those mother used to 

bake. It’s easy, because there’s no kneading; it’s quick, because there’s only 

one rising period. 

First, see that the kitchen is warm and free from draughts (it should be 
75 to 78 deg. F.), then get out the ingredients in plenty of time so they will 
be at room temperature when you start. These temperature precautions 
are necessary for proper growth of the yeast. 

Before mixing the ingredients, preheat the warming oven until it is a 
little warmer than room temperature. When the dough is ready to go into 
the warmer to rise, cover it with brown or waxed paper lightly dusted with 
flour and then with a clean dry towel. This prevents the top of the dough 
from drying out. 

Another wonderful feature of this recipe is its adaptability. All the breads 
and buns shown on these pages were made in the Institute kitchen by simple 
additions to the basic recipe. 

You'll find these buns will satisfy the family sweet tooth without dip- 
ping too deeply into your sugar supply. If there should be some dough 
left over, store in the refrigerator for several days until ready to bake it. 


Basic Sweet Bread Recipe 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


334 to4 Cupfuls of sifted bread flour 

1 Cupful of milk, scalded 

14 Cupful of shortening 

14 Cupful of fine, granulated sugar 

114 Teaspoonfuls of salt 

4 Cupful of cold water 
1 Cake of fresh, compressed yeast 
1 Egg, well beaten 


Get out all ingredients before starting 
so they will be handy and at room 
temperature when needed. 

Sift, then measure the flour into the 
mixing bowl, reserving 44 cupful for 
flouring the bake board. 

Combine the scalded milk, shortening, 
sugar and salt. Stir until the sugar is 
dissolved. Add the cold water and cool 
to lukewarm (set the bowl in a pan of 
cold water to speed cooling). To test 
for “iukewarm,” put a drop of the liquid 
on the inside of the wrist, over the heavy 
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—Lazy Susan courtesy Eaton’s—College Street. 


veins. If liquid feels neither warm nor 
cold it is lukewarm. 

Crumble yeast cake in the lukewarm 
liquid and blend until completely dis- 
solved. Add the beaten egg. Make 
a well in the centre of the flour and 
pour in the liquid. Mix until ingredients 
are well blended. The dough will be 
rather sticky. Turn out onto a well- 
floured bake board. With floured 
fingers shape into two loaves. Put into 
well-greased loaf pans. Cover with 
lightly floured brown or waxed paper, 
then with a clean dry towel. Let rise 
in a very warm room temperature (80 
to 85 deg. F.) or in a warming oven 
which has been heated to about 85 deg. 
F. Keep the temperature constant 
during rising. Allow to zise until double 
in bulk (144 to 1% hours). Bake at 
375 deg. F., about 40 minutes for the 
small loaves, 55 minutes for the large 
loaf. Yield: two small loaves or one 
large loaf. 4 Continued on page 115 
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CHATELAINE INSTITUTE 


MAINTAINED BY 
CHATELAINE INSTITUTE 


The 


Ever since 1920 Locomotive washing 


machines have been serving Canadian house- 


wives faithfully, efficiently, reliably. 


Look 


for the name LOCOMOTIVE... your guar- 


antee of quality plus economy. 


ELECTRIC WASHERS — 


LIMITED 


Ontario Canada 


Brantford 


BRANTFORD WASHING MACHINES 


1920-1947 


How to Set a Table 


THE CANADIAN pattern for living in 
this year of 1947 is a curious mixture 
of formality and informality. This is 
reflected in the more frequent serving of 
a simple semiformal dinner than the 
formal meal-of-many-courses, and in the 
growing popularity of the semiformal 
luncheon party. But, so far as table 
setting is concerned, these are simple 
variations of each other; certain general 
rules apply to all. 


That there is some confusion on the 
subject is the result of the gradual 
growth of our dining fashions through- 
out the centuries. Customs originating 
in different localities have been carried 
over by some groups and not by others. 
But the rules of table setting have, from 
the first, been designed to fit the general 
way of life (and the style in dress) of 
the day. 

Such basic reasonableness is still the 


Menu Plan 


Fruit Cocktail 
Soup 
Fish Entree 
Main Course 
Salad 
Dessert 





OESSERT 
MAIN 
COURSE 


DESSERT 


Menu Plan 
Fish Cocktail 
Main Course 
Side Salad 
Rolls 
Dessert 





BY JANE MONTEITH 


best yardstick for correct table setting. 
Consider first the comfort and conveni- 
ence of your guests; secondly the way 
in which you, the hostess, arrange your 
life. 

Napery. A white damask cloth is 
the preferred table covering for a formal 
dinner. Lace cloths are frequently used 
for informal dinners; place mats for 
luncheon. Your final choice, however, 
depends on your china, silver and 
glassware; the most suitable cloth is the 
one that blends best with your other 
table appointments. 

Large dinner napkins folded in a 
simple square, oblong or triangle, are 
suitable for any dinner party; smaller 
napkins may be used for luncheon. 
Place them so that the long open edge 
is turned to the right, and the short 
open edge is nearest the edge of the table 
(as illustrated in the diagrams). You 
may lay the napkins on the service 
plates if you wish; it is equally correct 
to place them to the left of the forks. 

Napkins, silverware and the service 
plate should be set approximately one 
inch from the edge of the table. Allow 
sufficient elbow-room between each set- 
ting; place service plates at least 24 
inches apart, measuring from the centre 
of each plate. 


Silver. There are certain conventions 
in placing of silver flatware that are 
always followed: 

It is customary to place the forks to 
the left of the service plate, the knives 
immediately to the right, with the 
spoons to the right of the knives. There 
are only two exceptions to this rule: 
the bread-and-butter knife (used for 
informal dinners or luncheons only) is 
placed on the bread-and-butter plate, 
parallel to the edge of the table; the 
fish cocktail fork is always laid on the 
right side, beyond the spoons. 

Individual forks, knives and spoons 
should be placed in the order of use, 
working from the outside in toward the 
plate. 

A long array of silver may be very 
impressive, but is a bit cumbersome on 
a table, Usually no more than three 


utensils of the same kind are placed on 
the table at once. Additional silver can 
be brought in with each dish for which 
it is required. Tea or coffee spoons are 
always placed on the saucer on the right 
side of, and parallel with, the cup handle. 


Other appointments. Goblets or 
tumblers are placed directly above the 
tip of the dinner knife; the bread-and- 
butter plate (if you use one) is set on 
the left side of the service plate, just 
above the forks. 

Place salt and pepper shakers, or salt 
dishes, between each pair of guests 
seated at the table. 

The floral decoration, or centrepiece, 
should be kept low; it should never 
interfere with the line of vision of your 
guests. Candles, on the other hand, 
should be tall so their flickering light 
will not dazzle the eyes. 


The semiformal dinner as pictured 
above is designed for those frequent 
occasions when you have planned a 
comparatively simple menu for a small 
dinner party, and have only one maid 
(or yourself) to serve the meal. 

The table may be set, as illustrated, 
with all the silver to be used, except the 
coffee spoons. 

We have shown the placing of the 
soup cups in the photograph—actually, 
these would be brought in after the 
guests are seated and placed, as indi- 
cated, on the service plates already on 
the table. 

There is always some kind of plate 
before each guest at a semiformal, or 
formal, dinner. In this instance, the 
procedure is simple: the soup cup, its 
saucer and the service plate will be 
replaced by the dinner plate; this, in 
turn, will be removed when the salad 
plate is placed; to be followed by the 
dessert service. 

A simple meal of this kind can be 
handled graciously and smoothly by the 
hostess herself, 


The formal dinner must be served 
by one or more waiters, or maids, with 
# Continued on page 119 
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Fon 
CIRCLE-BAR 


S, FULL : FASHIONED 


There's quality woven into 


of Circle-Bar 


rae 


every thread 


Nylons ... Sheer. . . flaw- 
less . . . and shades to suit 


the most fastidious taste 


—_—_§€- 


FOOT NOTE: Circle-Bar HOSIERY 
Hosiery—quality made 

cost no more! Smart socks for 
men—bosiery for women and 

children to suit every need and 


OcC4S10N. 


The CIRCLE-BAR KNITTING COMPANY, Limited 
Kincardine, Ont. (Head Office) Owen Sound, Ont. 


——‘Miles of Wear in Every Pair” 
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_ The Institute Discusses Your Kitchen Problems. 


3 & 3 


Check Your Timing! 


showed 


HEN the results of the Kitchen 

| Questionnaire that a 

tenth of our Councillors spent 

eight hours, and close to a third 
spent six to seven hours at work in their 
kitchens, the Institute staff got into a 
state of alarm! At first glance it 
appeared those Councillors must be 
feeding half the country. And, in truth, 
some of you are—so many families are 
crowded together these days, and farm 
households always have extra mouths 
to feed. 

And yet, another third of our readers 
say a total of four to five hours a day 
sees their kitchen work accomplished. 
That seems about the right amount of 
time for an eflicient woman—feeding 
two adults and two or three children 
past the formula-making and_bottle- 
boiling stage—to spend in the kitchen. 

The daily kitchen work needed to care 
for such a family can be roughly divided 


thus: 


Breakfast preparations 


and clearing up. 1 hour 
Lunch preparations and 
clearing up..... 1 hour 


Dinner preparations and 
clearing up (including 
pie baking, dessert 
making, etc.) 

Ironing (31% hours per 


2 hours 

week) haa 14 hour 

General cleaning: floor, 
stove, refrigerator and 
housecleaning of 
drawers, ete. (3% hours 


per weck)..... V% hour 


Total 5 hours 


If you do your washing in the kitchen, 


add % hour daily. If ycu do your 


sewing in the kitchen, add % hour daily. 





Babies take extra time, of course. 
But it hardly seems likely that one third 
of our Councillors have babies of under 
a year, 

One Councillor, indeed, frankly ex- 
pressed the feeling that she worked too 
slowly and didn’t accomplish enough in 
one day. She is on the lookout for ways 
to speed up her work. 

The avoidance of kitchen clutter and 
dirt is a big help, to begin with. 

It’s a good idea to collect all the 
ingredients and utensils for one job (in 
as few trips as possible) before you start 
to work. 

Women with large families to care for 
have cut all the corners they can in 
every job. It’s not absolutely necessary 
to dry the china and glassware; towels, 
sheets and pillowslips don’t have to be 
ironed; plastic or oilcloth tablecloths, 
or cork place-mats, plus paper napkins, 
can replace linen for everyday use. 

Simple foods, simply prepared, are 
just as wholesome (and usually just as 
attractive) as more elaborate dishes. 
Packaged pie fillings, pudding powders 
and cake mixes cut hours from meal 
preparation schedules. 

Plan meals for at least three days in 
advance so that preparation can be 
co-ordinated. Remember, such things as 
cream sauce, individual jellies and pie 
dough will keep for several days in the 
refrigerator; make them in quantity. 

Of course, many 
workers” are simply very careful me- 
thodical workers. Everything they do 
is beautifully done—but it takes a long 
time. When it’s a race between you 
and the clock, you can’t afford to be 
deliberate in all your movements. The 
problem resolves itself simply into a 
choice between spced and perfection— 
aad only you can make that choice. 


so-called “slow 
































Craftsmen who work in silver 
know how easily its delicate 
surface can be marred by im-- 
proper methods of cleaning. 
In “Goddard's” Polishes there 
is nothing which can injure 
the surface. Use it in your 
home with confidence — see 
how it adds charm to your 
treasured silverware. 60A 


Goddard's 


Plate Powder and Silver Polish 


Famous for over 100 years 















Agents for Canada 


Bone, McKenzie & Roy Ltd., Toronto / 
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NEW 
RUNNERLESS 
STRAWBERRY 


BARON SOLEMACHER. Produces the largest ber- 
ries available from seed. This greatly superior variety 
often flowers in eight weeks from seed. Easily grown; 
has no runners. Produces great quantities of luscious 
fruit throughout the season. Has the delicious flavor 
and aroma of wild strawberries; sprinkle berries wit! 
sugar a few hours before serving and they almost 
float in juice. A showy pot plant and fine for garden 
Easily grown. Plants from seed started ‘now for winte 
culture in pots will also be very valuable for garde: 
mext spring. Order direct from this advertisement 


(pkt. 25¢) (3 pkts. 50¢) postpaid. 
FREE — OUR BIG 1948 SEED AND 
NURSERY BOOK — Bigger than Ever 2°’ 


| DOMINION SEED HOUSE, GEORGETOWN, ONT. 
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ROSAMUND JOHN 


War Bride Turned Film Star, Turns 
Up Next In THE UPTURNED GLASS. 





James Mason's long-awaited and latest film 
is THE UPTURNED GLASS, now ready. 
In this, the star is co-producer, working 
with Sydney Box with whom he also worked 


on THE SEVENTH VEIL. In this, as 
well, Pamela Kellino, who is Mrs. Mason in 
private life, co-stars and co-authored the 
screen play. 


* * * 


But as happened with Ann Todd and then 
with Kathleen Ryan in ODD MAN OUT, 
a new Mason hit is apt to mean spectacular 
fame for the girl who plays opposite him. 
Each time, she has had a haunting, unusual 
beauty and each time, she has been an 
exceptionally intelligent actress. This time, 
it is Rosamund John. 


* * * 


Rosamund John breaks previous rules by 
not being an unknown. In fact, she decided 
as a small girl to grow up and be a famous 
star; had already developed into one of the 
most pleasant ingredients in cinema roman- 
ces, when the real variety overtook her. 
Following her marriage in 1943 and THE 
UPTURNED GEASS in 1947, she is firmly 
established in both romantic careers. 


* * * 


In the film itself, the Masons and Rosamund 
John give the subject of romance original 
and sinister treatment. The story's back- 
ground of crime is handled with well-bred, 
intense but violent politeness. 


* * * 


Every month, the J. Arthur Rank Organisa- | 
tion presents at least one distinguished new! 
short film. QUEEN OF THE FUTURE, ! 
the first of the cinema studies of Princess | 
Elizabeth, is now in Canadian theatres. 


ecient pitincansicaiacatcraartagi need aati, 


At Your Favorite Theatre Soon 


Take It Easy 


7 Downy 4 
v4 





HY, OH WHY, do Canadian 

women continue to stand to per- 

form every household task? It’s 
nothing more or less than a bad habit 
—a carry-over from pioneering days. 
Things have come to a pretty pass when 
one of Chatelaine’s Councillors writes 
that even now, when her feet can no 
longer stand the results of years of 
abuse, she has to “make herself sit 
down”’ to her work! 

Standing does not increase your effi- 
ciency; on the contrary it tends to 
decrease it, by tiring you. It seems only 
sensible to spare yourself as much as you 
can, and it should be easy to get into 
the way of being comfortable while you 
work, 

Most people sit down when they’re 
shelling a basket of peas—why not do 
the same with any vegetable prepara- 
tion job? An outspread newspaper, a 
chopping board and your pet knife can 
be used anywhere if a sink and stool 
combination isn’t convenient. You need 
make only one trip to the sink to wash 
the vegetables after they’re trimmed. 

Sinks being what they are in almost 
every home, it’s little wonder 93% of 
our Councillors wash the dishes standing 
up. The main difficulty seems to be 
lack of knee space under the sink. But 
if you’re lucky enough to have a sink 
with plenty of knee room, get a stool 
that’s the right height and wash the 
dishes in comfort. 

Anyone can do the major part of the 
week’s ironing sitting down. But it 
does take a little organization before you 
begin: put the dampened clothes in 
a basket at your right hand; then place 
a low table or rack, to receive the 
finished pieces, to the left and slightly 
behind you. Then treat all the flat 
pieces, lingerie, children’s clothes and 
even the shirts to a quick, efficient 
assembly-line job. 

Of course, getting off your feet is less 
than no good if you’re not comfortable 
in a sitting position. Chairs or stools 
must be the right height in relation to 
you and your working surface; you need 
“knee room” under the table and, in 
some cases, accessory tables. 

This is a matter best resolved between 
you, your stool or chair and the man- 
with-the-saw. Your length from shoul- 
der to hip will determine the height of 
the stool, not your head-to-toe measure. 

Organize your work, make sure you’re 
going to be comfortable—and then sit! 
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Desserts are 
Easier Now: 


A Grand Party Dessert 


Make up one package of Orange Jell-O adding 4 teaspoon 

salt and 14 teaspoon grated orange rind. Pour 4 of Jell-O 

into mold and chill until firm. When remaining Jell-O is 
slightly thickened, place dish in cracked ice, and whip 

Jell-O until fluffy. Add 4 tablespoons sugar to 114 cups 
cooked prune pulp. Fold into whipped Jell-O — pile on to; 
of clear Jell-O in mold. Chill and unmold. Garnish wi 
stuffed prunes. 


va a 5%. 


Jell-O Puddings 


are wonderful served f Bananas and Jell-O 
plain, or topped with 

whip cream, Or nuts, 

or preserves, Or try this 

extra special — Vanilla 
Jell-O Pudding in tart \ 
shells, topped with can- . 
ned peach slices and a \ 
maraschino cherry. 


— m-m-m — prepare one 
package any flavor Jell-O 
—chill until slightly 
thickened — half-fill 
sherbet glasses, adding 
banana slices. Place te- 
maining Jell-O in dish 
in bowl of ice and whip. 
Pile on fruited Jell-O 
and chill until firm. 










ESSERTS have been a problem these 
L) past years! But menu-planning is 
getting easier as you can count more often on 

finding delicious family-favorite Jell-O and 
Jell-O Puddings at your grocer’s. Try some of 
these delightful ways of serving them — and 


try the recipes on the packages. 
Products of General 


Whats found only in Sell ? 
That “locked-in” Jell-O Flavor! 


Jell-O is a trade-mark owned by 
General Foods, Limited 
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bois het. with Chatelaine in the house 


HsseNTIALLY a woman’s magazine ... yet each and every member of the family will enjoy Chatelaine’s 


colorful articles, excellent fiction . . . helpful information . .. and the special departments on homemaking . . . decoration . 


cooking . . . fashions . . . child-care. Each issue is brimming over with good reading. 


This year give Chatelaine gift subscriptions and you give Christmas pleasure all year ‘round. Each new issue is 


a fresh reminder of your 
thoughtfulness . . . every fascinating page bespeaks your own good taste, your desire to please. 


This extra special offer saves you money too! You can send three gifts for only $3.00 and additional gifts cost only $1.00 each. The 
regular price is $1.50. There really isn’t a better value possible! 


Send your orders NOW before the busy Christmas season . . 


. it isn’t necessary to pay now unless you wish. We will be pleased to bill you 
after the New Year. 


Chatelaine. November, 1947 — 113 


ull year of Chatelaine 








SPECIAL COMBINATION OFFER 


By ordering only THREE or more Chatelaine gifts, you may also send gift 

orders of these other great MACLEAN-HUNTER magazines at a special low 

price: 

MACLEAN’S—An ideal family gift—the most widely read magazine in 
Canada. 

CANADIAN HOMES & GARDENS—A perfect gift for those interested in 
home decoration, building, remodeling and gardening. 


MAYFAIR—A beautiful magazine of fashion, society and culture. Truly a gift 
of distinction. 


The regular subscription price of each of these magazines is $2.00 a year, but 
by ordering only THREE or more Chatelaine gifts, you pay only $1.50 for 
each gift order. 


ATTRACTIVE GIFT CARD — FREE! 


A colorful and charming family group on Christmas day as 
depicted by the well-known Canadian artist Nancy Caudle. 
At no extra cost to yourself we will address and mail this 
lovely card to each of your friends, signed by hand accord- 
ing to your instructions. This card will reach your friends in 
the Christmas mails. If you wish cards will be sent to you 
for your personal mailing. 





IMPORTANT REGULATIONS 


1. All prices are good for new and renewal subscriptions to Canadian addresses only. 
No new subscriptions accepted for outside Canada; however renewals of present 
subscriptions may be included as part of your gift group by adding 50c to the 
above prices for each renewal subscription to British Countries or $1.00 extra for 
other countries. 

2. Your total order may not contain more than 10 gift orders for any one magazine. 
%. Your own new or renewal subscription may be included as part of your group. 
Gift subscriptions from members of your own immediate family may also 

included. 

4 ORDERS MUST BE POSTMARKED NOT LATER THAN DECEMBER 20, 1947. 
Orders mailed after this date will have to be returned. 





3 GIFTS for only $322 


2 GIFTS for $250 e 1 GIFT fe) $45° 





Toronto 2, Canada. 
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t I'm making this @ Chatelaine Christmas up and down the line — send Chatelaine to the 
following for a full year [) I enclose $ ......... covering these orders. [) BILL ME 
i FOR PAYMENT AFTER THE NEW YEAR. 

‘ (Send attractive cards on my behalf to reach these people in the Christmas mails. 

© Send cards to me for personal mailing. 
i 


New (CO Renewal 


I Full Name PLEASE PRINT 


i Complete Address 


City, Province 
a 
1 Sign Gift Card From 
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Full Name PLEASE PRINT 
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ity, Province 


Sign Gift Cord From 


YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS 
O New () Renewal 





Full Nome PLEASE PRINT 
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C place an ‘'X"’ here if you wish your own subscription entered, 

Use this form only for Chatelaine gift orders. If you are sending gifts of other MACLEAN 
HUNTER magozines, please use a plain sheet of paper for each magazine, listing the 
mogozine at the top and nomes and addresses plainly. Be sure to out your own name 
end address on each sheet. 
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Meals of the Month 


NOVEMBER 



































BREAKFAST LUNCHEON or SUPPER DINNER 
AT | Sausage-Stuffed ts 
SAI Orange Juice Pepper Squash | Mashed eee es ae Beans 
Cereal | Lettuce Salad | Prune Wt ; -_ 
| Toast Marmalade | Jam Turnovers a 
| Coffee Tea | Tea Cotte | _ Custard Sauce 
| } : a3 2 AS e | Coffee Tea 
snc 1h snnatonacpcagntenpacreicianpaicmecanitaiaa | ———. — 
‘ = | , sed _ Tomato Cocktail 
SUN | Chilled Pineapple Juice ___ Assorted Sandwiches Chicken Fricassee 
| Seen Grated Raw Vegetable Salad | p > 
} ¢ | ae Cerea . Chocolate Mint Roll Parsley Potatoes Broccoli 
| Jelly Omelet _ Toast | Ben : ne | Vanilla Ice Cream 
eae Coffee Tea } r Fruit Sauce 
Dros sete x | | Coffee Tea 
MON ; | Cheese Fondue | Liver and Bacon 
i iN | Sliced Bananas | Lettuce Wedges | Chopped Mustard Pickle 
| «¢ s Cereal Russian Dressing | Fried Potatoes 
Toast _Jam Broiled Grapefruit | Buttered Onions 
e Coffee Tea | Tea Cocoa Lemon Meringue Pie 
| | Coffee Tea 
Se ee | Cottage Cheese Mounds } Oxtail Sou 
| TUE! Rages Sie Grated Carrot Slaw | Baked Stuffed Potatoes Sliced 
| | Toasted Scones and Green Pepper Rings Beets Brussels Sprouts Boiled 
: | | ‘Conee aed | on Lettuce Cups Carrots 
| s | Coffee Cocoa Te — ae Caramel Cottage Pudding o FI i Isl d 
| = — Coffee Tea range oat ng sian 
} — f pies, | Scalloped Corn Beef Loaf with Pineapple : 
\ ED | Grapefruit Segments | Tossed Green Salad Garnish (Economical Version) 
acon Curls Canned Cherries Browned Potatoes : 
~~ ek. ae “pe pehrg: Spinach . Scald 1 cupful of milk in a double boiler. Combine 3 tablespoonfuls sugar, 2 table. 
» Coffee aie Tea en Apple Crisp spoonfuls cornstarch and '* teaspoonful salt. Stir in ‘2 cupful cold milk, add a little 
: a Coffee Tea of the hot milk, then return to the double boiler. Cook until there is no taste of raw 
THU | ey Cream of Asparagus Scup Veal Cutlets in Savory starch (about 12 minutes), stirring constantly for the first 5 minutes. Beat 2 eqq yuks 
: rau peice ae oe f Loaf ee | slightly, add some of the hot mixture, then return to the double boiles and cook 2 
Tez z age Sla j Mashe < Ss : : : 6. 
ae an 2 Jelly | Baked Custard Cherry Sauce | Cauliflower minutes longer, stirring constantly. Remove from the heat and cool quickly. Stir in 
aan Tea Tea Cocoa Orange Souftlé 4 cupful strained orange juice and pour the custard into an ovenproof serving di 
| C Cofi Te: p g Pp P q dish. 
va Pe —___ antes = Beat 2 egg whites until they stand up in soft peaks; gradually beat in “4 cupful pow- 
| FRI a arate Resebit Oven — ene Haddock } dered sugar, 4 teaspoonful vanilla and '2 teaspoonful grated orange rind. Drop by 
Orange Stic ane Satine Sete | acta Potatoes spoonfuls onto the custard and put under the broiler for a few moments, until the eqq 
~~ cae , a ieee cedinn en Commas Buttered Beets white turns a light golden color. Remove from oven, chil] and garnish with thin slices 
d Coffee Tea | Tea Cocoa so ees : of unpeeled orange. About 4 servings. If desired. may be served without broiling. 
fer ‘ 
SAT > - ae es | Fried Fish Cake 3aked Cottage Roll 
- Tomato Juice Creole Sauce Scalloped Potatoes 
Creamy Eggs on Brown Toast Raw Vegetable Salad Corn 
Coffee Tea —_ Ae Cup | Chocolate Cupcakes 
Nut Bars Foamy Sauc , AS 'N : ’ 
Tea Cocos fgien ag ; BREAKFAST LUNCHEON or SUPPER DINNER 
IN | Cold Sliced Cottage Roll | Cream of Mushroom Soup THU | Creamed Diced Tongue and Mixed Grill 
UN Grape fr uit pie eee — Wing Ste aks | : Sliced Orange and Banana a Eggs on Toast (Lamb Chops, Sausage, 
i Wholew t at aifles - 1eC “REP _ Mashed Potatoes | *) | Cereal with Raisins azttuce Wedges | Kidneys) i 
| =. Maple Syrup . | \ og — Minted Carrots Toast. : Jam Russian Dressing | Baked Potatoes Squash | 
| Coffee ea | “ “ mon Tea 7 a : pan p Peach Pie Be oi Coffee Tea . Canned — Cinnamon Pear Crisp 
—-— | ere ~ —- sant . | % | ea ‘ocoa Coffee Tea 
| +} Savory Spaghetti Salmon Scallop with Peas 7 : | an | oe 
MON | Stewed Prunes Head Lettuce Boiled Potatoes with FRI Grapefruit Juice Cheese Toast | Hot Tomato Juice 
| | Cereal Brench Dreseme | P: a Butter Cereal | Raw Carrot Sticks 3 Scalloped Potatoes 
| | Toast , Jells Diced Grapefruit pence . ° j Toasted Sc . Vanilla Rennet Custard Corn Kernels Brussels Sprouts 
oO lly € srapetrul incemeat Tarts aster one : Pickled I 
| Coffees Tea in Lime Jelly Whipped Cream | | Marmalade | - with Diced Fruit eS > aa seets ‘ 
Ten Custard Sauce. Cocos Coffee Tea ood 2 Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa wager Pudaing rey Se 
Te | , Hard-Cooked Eggs im Curry Onion Soup Cream of Onion Sour 5 
TUE | Apple Juice Sauce on Toast Grilled Wieners | SAT ream of Onion Soup 
































daittie Suites | a fe | Broiled Hamburger “on Toast 
f le Juic ed Bologns | n atoe 
Cereal Green Salad Bowl Raw-fried Potatoes | Cereal | > alie oe j Boiled Potatoes 
: “ , 2 ebed- | Relish Pickle Mashed Squash 
Bran Muf®ns Honey Prune and Orange Salad Baked Squash | Toast Conserve | Pan-fned Potatoes tum Rol ; 0 
q Coffee Tea , Cookies _ Molasses Baked Pears cal | Coffee Tea | Grapefruit Salad ‘orameat ui “4 
| Tea Cocoa Coffe Tea —_ Carame! Sauce 
| - = “| 5 Roll ; — = Sa | Tea Cocoa | Coffee Tea 
WE Toasted Sardine Sandwiches amb Rol | STIN | Prune and Cottage Che | 8 . 
W ED Half Grapefruit Cabbage and Raisin Salad Browned Potatoes i; | S IN | Sliced Oranges Salad agate oa oe =o 
ov! Cereal Applesauce Mashed Turnip oy | Grilled Bacon Hot Bran Muffins M: rurnin 
| Teast Conserve shnu offee Blancmange | op? | Toe | : >. a | Mashed Turnips 
Doughnuts | Coffe anc g | Brown Toast | Fresh Fruit Bowl | Deep Apple P 
Coffee Cocoa Tea Cocoa Chopped Walnut Topping | | Ka Coffee Tea | Small Cakes | Whipped Cream 
Fad | Coffee Tea | | | re Hh , i i a 
7 - —-|— | = Cocoa | Coffee Tea 
THU Baked Beans Tomato Bouillon | | — ~ eer 
Apple Juice Boston Brown Bread Cold Sliced Lamb Roll j M¢ N | oh Hot Roast Beef Sandwich | Cream of Tomato Soup 
§ Cerzal Tossed Salad Scalloped Potatoes | _ Cereal with Sliced Bananas | with Gravy | Baked Sausages 
P Toasted Scone Jan Stewed Plums Green Beans | *) / Toast, Plum Jam Green Salad | Chili Sauce 
offe Tea ? P r Fil | Coffee Tea } Pumpkin Tarts | Mashed Potatoes Onions 
fe C ‘ Tea Cocoa Cherry Cobbler | eae’ | 1 C | Citrus Fruit Cup 
coment | Coffee Tea | | | ea ocoa } a $ cS 
FRI Honey Peanut Butter iZiGawa  °£x| |i onl , | Coleg = eae 
a pe Sandwiches Creole Omelet | TUE | Vegetable Juice Foamy Omelet Creamed Mushrooms on 
— Cereal nore Lettuce Slaw Radish Shices Glazed Carrot aw | Cereal | Lettuce Slaw Toast Fingers 
c Marmalad . French Dressing Peas |} PF. Toast Marmalade French Dressing | Riced Potatoes Green Peas 
, armalade ; Brownies Steamed Marmalade Pudding | > | Coffee Tea ¢ innamon Bread Jelly Spicy Apple Compote 
ae Coffes Tea Tea Fruit Salad Cocoa Coffee Tea foul OF | : | Tea Cocoa | Coffee Tea 
nl Creamed Chipped Beef or ’ he | . | . 
SAT Grapefruit Juice | Tuna-fish set iene iW ED Tomato Juice | | 
oh Cereal on Hot Tea Biscuits oe ee | Cereal | Scalloped Potatoes Lamb Stew with Vegetables 
. ' Pe ‘ =} Steamed Hubbard Squash } wn | Mixed Gree 
Toast Jelly Cabbage and Carrot Salad Ct late Chiffon Pic *) | Toasted Cinnamon Bread | Ix sreen | Dumplings 
? Coffee Tea Baked Appk Gingersnap C ene - — Te / | Honey | Diced Fruit in Lemon Jelly | Individual Berry — 
Tea Cocoa — =, | fom | Coffee lea Tea Cocoa Coffee ea 
SUN Cream of Celery Soup * Roast of Veal ; sain — | , biaihaooanl 
U N } Stewed Apricots Jellied Vegetabie Salad Milk Gravy I HU Orange Halves gaked Stuffed Onion | Cream of Vegetable Soup 
: Plain Omelet Wholewheat Muffins Pan-browned Pctatoe | oh Cereal | Tomato Sauce Swiss Steak 
Toast _. Ja™\ Raspberry Sherbet Wafers Brussels Sprouts *) Scrambled Eggs Pear & Jelly Salad Mashed Potatoes 
Cofiee Tea Tea Cocoa Grapefruit Bavarian Cream | ( Brown Toast | Oatmeal Cookies Carrots 
| nl Cotte Tea am Coffee Tea | Tea Cocoa Fruit Batter reams 
| ee , acarom and Chees Se | ene , | Coffee Tea 
MON Fi ie ee sae Cold Sliced Roast Veal | FRI _ _ Coffee ee, 
nae u ce aT _- Pan t ick Raw-fried Potatoc | Grapeiruit Juice Creamed Asparagus on Toast | Broiled Mackerel 
| Toast ” Peach Conserv Fruit Jelly Whip ee Te | ¢ Cereal Celery Stuffed with Cheese | Lemon Butter 
( ba Coffee rs C votre one a Cookies e: } Grape Tapioca | $3 | Toast Marmalade | —— a ries Potato Balls Green a ; 
as 3 ’ | Coffee lea | Coffe _ | ’ risp Wafers Orange Floating Islanc 
Tea Cocoa | | dod 1} naman Cocoa | Tea Cocoz rang a 
—_—— | —_—_—_— ation _ | , ocoa Coffee Tea 
TUE j s . Vegetable Casserolk | Steamea Cod with | eee evar — | - aia sipttheninibat canpitiatnbaiaaamn 
G.apefruit se ctions Ketchup Parsley Sauce | SAT Stewed Prunes | Pepper Squash Stuffed with | Wieners Mustard Pick 
a _ Cereal ee Tossed Green Salad Mashe d Potatoes | with Lemon Slices | Savory Noodles Creamed Potatoes 
Creamy Eggs _ Toast | Apple Snow Custard Sauce Scalloped Tomatoes | DT | Cereal | Raw Carrot and Onion Salad Cauliflower 
Coffe: Tea Tea Cocoa Chilled Lemon Pudding Toast Conserve Baked Apples and Cream Coffce Chiffon Pie 
re SPS: “ Cotice = re a (ae Coffee Tea | Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 
WED Cream of Tomato Soup Boiled Tongue —— Ss | : =u wit bait dipidinaeen 
Grape Juice Potato and Diced Bacon Orange Sauce SUN C Baked Ham Shice | 
With Lemon Salad Lyonnaise Potatoes Pinez Sale Onsomme Apricot Halves 
j | 4 al i apple | . > ais F 
Toast Jelly Green Pepper Rings Savory Lima Beans 6 Crisp rae Waffles an Fruit Salad Riced Potatoes 
Coffee Tea Jam Buns | Half Grapeiruit with Honey Bacon Choct se Tea Biscuits Scalloped Tomatoes — 
Tea Cocoa | Cofiee Tea e Coffee Tea T xcolate Layer Cake Ice Cream Butterscotch Sa: 
Bete a re aecindipiieaieia : ian oes ea Cocoa Coffee Tea 



























MODERN 
IVING 


calls for 
every day 
of the year 





Keeps daily food costs down! 


With ice in your refrigerator, fewer 
trips to market are necessary. You 
are always prepared to take advantage 
of market specials. Ice reduces 
spoilage and pays for itself many 
times over by the food it saves. 





Keeps foods fresh, vitamin rich ! 


Ice is your daily assurance that the 
foods you serve your family are full- 
flavoured and nutritious—their pre- 
cious health-building juices and vita- 
mins are constantly guarded by the 
pure, moist, Circulating air only ice 
provides. 


Always plenty of cracked Ice for 
beverages and 
table use 


“J Ice puts “sparkle” 
4) in entertaining—to 
|chill drinks—to 
| crisp up celery and 
relishes—to glam- 
ourize table settings. 
Always plenty of ice 
in your ice refriger- 
ator. 


CANADIAN ICE FOUNDATION 


CEPA GT me 


Bread Making 


Continued from page 107 
Apricot Braid 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


1 Basic sweet bread recipe 
1 Teaspoonful of grated lemon 
rind 
4 Cupful of chopped raisins 
144 Cupful of chopped nut meats - 
\% Cupful of finely cut, dried 
apricots soaked for 1 hour 


Blend the above ingredients into the 
liquid before combining with the flour. 
Then divide the dough into five equal 
parts. With the hands, roll each piece 
of dough in to an 18-inch strip. Place 
three of the strips on a greased baking 
sheet and braid, Seal ends together. 
Twist the two remaining strips together 
and place on top of the braid; seal the 
ends. Cover with lightly floured waxed 
or brown paper, then with a clean dry 
towel. Let rise in a warm place (80 
to 85 deg. F.) until double in bulk (about 
1 to 14% hours). Bake in a moderate 
oven (350 deg. F.) for 45 minutes. 
Yield: one large braid. When cooled 
it may be iced with a tkin plain sugar 
icing and garnished with chopped 
nutmeats. 


Lattice Bun 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


14 Basic sweet bread recipe 
4 Cupful of brown sugar 
¥4 Teaspoonful of cinnamon 
2 Tablespoonfuls of shortening, 
melted 


Divide the dough into eight parts. 
Shape each piece into a strip six inches 
long and one inch wide and weave these 
strips in lattice fashion to form a square 
bun. Pat ends into bun to make smooth 
edges on four sides. Combine the 
remaining ingredients and spread on top 
of the bun. Cover with lightly floured 
waxed or brown paper, then with a clean 
dry towel. Let rise in a warm place 
(80 to 85 deg. F.) until double in bulk 
(45 minutes to one hour). Bake in a 
moderate oven (350 deg. F.) for about 
45 minutes. Yield: one large lattice bun. 


Lemon Tea Drops 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


4 Basic sweet bread recipe 
14 Cupful of fine, granulated 
sugar 
2 Teaspoonfuls of lemon juice 
2 Tablespoonfuls of grated lemon 
rind 


Fill small, two-inch, greased mutlin 
tins one half full with the dough. 
Combine the remaining ingredients and 
sprinkle over the rolls, allowing about 
one teaspoonful for each roll. Cover 
with lightly floured waxed or brown 
paper, then with a clean dry towel. Let 
rise in a warm place (80 to 85 deg. F.) 
until double in bulk (about 45 minutes). 
Bake in a moderate oven (375 deg. F.) 
for 20 to 25 minutes. Yield: two dozen 
small tea drops. 


Spicy Raisin Loaf 


(A Chatelaine Insti*ute approved recipe) 


1 Basic sweet bread recipe 
114 Cupfuls of raisins 
1144 Teaspoonfuls of cinnamon 


Blend in the raisins and cinnamon 
before adding the flour. Shape the dough 
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BRENDA YORK’S 
COLUMN 


$100.00 P. rize for Best Recipe 


FREE VOUCHER TO EVERYONE WHO WRITES 


HELLO NEIGHBOURS: B+! November! Time to close the 
door against “Ole Man Winter” whistling through the bare trees— 
time to lay the white birch logs in the fireplace and gather friends 
together for long evenings of good talk and good food. 


I'VE GOT A LIST nearly a yard long of super dishes to serve 
on cold nights at these impromptu get-togethers—many of them 
gleaned from your letters—some gathered from experiments in 
Canada Packers’ test kitchens. 


SINCERE CONGRATULATIONS TO: 
MISS EVA MUMFORD, Box 112, Windsor, N.S. 


who wins the $100.00 August contest prize for a very novel way of 
using KLIK. Here’s how Miss Mumford does 


STUFFED KLIK LOAF 


with Orange Marmalade Glaze Z 


4 
lnm fom mn, 
i 
Then slit each half and press open carefully to form 
a pocket—and fill with the following: KG 


4 cup soft bread crumbs sage 
2 tablespoons chopped onion — savoury 


orange juice to moisten salt, pepper 


Remove KLIK from can by opening both ends 
Cut KLIK into two thick halves like this- 


Set in baking dish and cover with a thick layer of Orange Marmalade. 
Bake in oven for 30 minutes at 350°F. 


I served this the other night with baked potatoes and green peas— 
and got high praise for a colourful, delicious dinner. And now, 
here’s another contest! 


THIS MONTH I WILL SEND A $100.00 CHEQUE for the best 
recipe using 

YORK FROSTED FOODS 
Just tell me in a letter how you serve York Frosted Foods—you 
can write about fruits, vegetables or fish——there are forty varieties 
of York Frosted Foods from which to choose. 


CONSOLATION PRIZES, TOO. To ev ery person who sends an 


idea, we will send a voucher which may be exchanged FREE at your 
grocer’s for a package of York Frosted Peas. 


JUST ONE STIPULATION! All letters become our property and 


cannot be returned. There’s no limit to the number of ideas you may 
submit, but we do promise only one voucher per person. NO 


LABELS WANTED. 
CLOSING DATE: To qualify for the $100.00 November Prize— 


as well as the free voucher—your letter must be postmarked on or 
before midnight, November 30th, 1947. Winner of the First Prize 
will be announced in my February column. 


ADDRESS YOUR LETTER TO: BRENDA YORK, 


“Good-Things-To-Eat” Reporter, c/o Canada Packers Limited, 
2204 Si. Clair Avenue, West, Toronto, Canada. 


Have you tried this... 

























TRICK UP YOUR SLEEVE: Mix peanut- 
butter with your home-made chili sauce to 
make an extra special sandwich. Needs 
bread, of course. 


MORE ABOUT CHili SAUCE: I make 
mine in the cool of the winter as needed 
when fresh tomatoes are worth a king’s ran- 
som. York Canned Tomatoes are the 
answer. Use all the pulp, a little of the liquid, 
add brown sugar, onions (lots!), celery, 
vinegar, spices. Cook slowly. Saves storage 
space—-best of all, saves working when the 
garden calls! 


THIS-n-THAT from Readers: “KLIK 
tins, when painted, make dandy cactus 
pots!”... York Bologna tins make handy 
cookie-cutters” “Tl paste your hints in a 


scrapbook for Mother and call it my Brenda 
York Hint Book” “Melt used candles, 
pour into patty pans, light and float these in 
a flat bow! with flowers” . . . Thank you all 
for these clever suggestions. 


PEPPER SQUASH DE LUXE: Cut in half, 
remove seeds and centre pulp, spread inside 
lightly with butter; in cavity place | tb. of 
milk, brown sugar, sprinkle with grated 
cheese, salt, pepper. Bake—serve as is. 


SUNDAY BRUNCH: Spread Maple Leaf 
Breakfast Bacon with orange marmalade and 
broil—-m-m-m! 


LIKE THEM FLUFFY? Scrambled eggs 
become light as a summer cloud with just a 
small pinch of baking soda! 


That’s all for this month! Don’t forget to send me your suggestions 
for serving any one of the many delicious York Frosted Foods— 


and be sure to mail your letters on 


30th, 1947. Cheerio for now! 


or before—midnight, November 


Your “Good-Things-To-Eat” Reporter 
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STADIUM OVERBOOTS 


Gutta Percha Stadiums! They're the 
talk of the town! New, modern comfort 
in snow, slush or rain... plus smart eye- 
catching style in rubber or velveteen. 
Ask your local shoe store for Gutta Percha 
Stadiums ... the practical, economical answer to the 


fall and winter footwear problem. 


FOOTWEAR 


into a loaf on a floured board; place in a 
well-greased bread pan. Cover with 
lightly floured waxed or brown paper, 
then with a clean dry towel. Let the loaf 
rise in a warm place (80 to 85 deg. F.) 
until double in bulk (114 to 1% hours). 
Bake in a moderate oven (375 deg. F.) 
about 45 minutes for small loaves, 60 
minutes for the large loaf. Yield: two 
small loaves or one large loaf. 


Fruit Bread 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


1 Basic sweet bread recipe 
1¢ Cupful of diced peel 
14 Cupful of raisins 
1g Cupful of diced candied cherries 
1g Cupful of chopped nut meats 
44 Teaspoonful of allspice 


Blend the fruit, nuts and spice into 
the mixture before adding the flour. 
Shape the dough into a loaf on a floured 
board then place in a well-greased bread 
pan. Cover with lightly floured waxed 
or brown paper, then with a clean dry 
towel. Let the loaf rise in a warm place 

| (80 to 85 deg. F.) until double in bulk 

| (144 to 1% hours). Bake in a moderate 

| oven (375 deg. F.) about 45 minutes for 
small loaves, 60 minutes for the large 
loaf. Yield: two small loaves or one 
large loaf. 


Cinnamon Swirl Loaf 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


1 Basic sweet bread recipe 
14 Cupful of brown sugar 
114 Teaspoonfuls of cinnamon 


Roll the dough to a 16 x 8 inch 
rectangle. Combine the sugar and 
cinnamon; sprinkle this mixture over 
the dough. Roll as for jelly roll, starting 
with the 8-inch edge; seal edges and 
place in a greased bread pan. Cover 
with lightly floured waxed or brown 
paper, then with a clean dry cloth. Let 
the loaf rise in a warm place (80 to 
85 deg. F.) until, double in bulk, 
(14% to1% hours). Bake in a moderate 
oven (375 deg. F.) about 45 minutes for 
the small loaves, 60 minutes for the 
large loaf. Yield: two small loaves or 
one large loaf. 


Jam Buns 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


\% Basic sweet bread recipe 
4 Cupful of toasted bread crumbs, 
finely ground 
14 Cupful of brown sugar 
14 Teaspoonful of cinnamon 
1 Egg white, slightly beaten 
4 Tablespoonfuls of jam 


Divide the dough into 12 parts and 
shape each into a slightly flattened ball. 
Combine the crumbs, sugar and cin- 
namon in a bowl. Dip each bun first 
in the egg white, then in the crumb 
mixture and place on a greased baking 
sheet. Cover with a lightly floured 
waxed or brown paper, then with a 
clean dry towel. Let rise in a warm 
place (80 to 85 deg. F.) until double in 
bulk (about 45 minutes). Then make a 
deep indentation in the centre of each 
bun and fill with one teaspoonful of jam. 
Bake the buns in a moderate oven (350 


deg. F.) for about 25 minutes. Yield: 


12 medium-sized buns. 


# Continued on page 119 





AND MILK I$ BETTER WITH VI-TONE 


for VI-TONE contains food elements 
that children need for their rapidly grow- 
ing bodies — that produce extra energy 
for their endless activities. 


Doctors recommend VI-TONE to help 
maintain health as well as to tempt 
faulty appetites and restore health 
after illness. Children love the favor of 
VI-TONE. Mixes readily and smoothly 
with hot or cold milk. A favorite with 
grown-ups too! Get VI-TONE today! 
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Common Skin Troubles 


by Elizabeth 
Chant Robertson, M.D. 


BABY’S skin is thinner and more 

sensitive to irritation than an 

adult’s. It is best not to use soap 

at all in washing his face. For the 

rest of his body, you should use 
a high quality toilet soap. When it 
comes to drying him, do it by patting 
rather than rubbing. Naturally you will 
see that his towels and wash cloths are 
soft and reserved for his use alone. 
Sponges should never be used as you 
cannot clean them. When you have 
dried the baby, you should sprinkle 
ordinary cornstarch or baby powder 
into the folds in his skin. This helps 
to prevent the skin in these areas from 
becoming red or broken. Some people 
prefer oil to powder, but it should not 
be used too generously. A good plan 
is to rub the oil on with a piece of 
absorbent cotton and then to remove 
most of it with another dry piece of 
absorbent. Olive oil, corn oil or special 
baby oils are suitable for the purpose. 
On the whole powders are more satis- 
factory than oils. 


Prickly heat. This is due to keeping 
baby too warm. Naturally it is com- 
moner in the hot weather, but it can 
occur at any time of year if you put 
too many clothes on him. It looks like 
a fine red rash, made of tiny red pimples. 
A good way to treat it ts to bathe the 
area with a solution made by adding 
one tablespoonful of baking soda to a 
pint of warm water. Then dry him 
gently and powder him, preferably with 
borated talcum. Naturally you will 
reduce the amount of his clothing so that 
he will not become overheated again. 


Red buttocks. You should change 
your baby’s diaper whenever you find 
he is wet or soiled, except when he is 


asleep. Naturally you would not waken 
him in order to change him. If he is 
soiled, you should wash the diaper area 
off thoroughly, dry it and then powder 
it. If you are not careful about these 
details he will likely develop red but- 
tocks. If this does happen, use generous 
amounts of one of the oils mentioned 
above instead of water and soap to clean 
the buttocks. Then rub off the excess 
oil with a dry piece of absorbent and 
finally powder him. This will likely clear 
up the redness in a short time. If it 
persists, ask your doctor’s advice. Occa- 
sionally the redness is due to acid stools, 
in which event you should certainly 
have your physician take charge of its 
treatment. 

Another cause of red buttocks is 
ammoniacal diapers. Often the am- 
monia smell is so strong that it makes 
your eyes water when you are changing 
him. The ammonia is formed from the 
urine in the diaper. This causes redness 
not only of the buttocks, but also of 
the upper parts of the thighs and often 
of the lower abdomen—in other words 
it extends over the whole area covered 
by the diaper. There are three things 
that you can do to clear it up. First you 
should wash the reddened skin with oil 
instead of soap and water. Second you 
should add an extra step in washing his 
diapers. After washing them thoroughly 
with toilet soap, rinse them in at least 
four clear warm water. 
Wring them out thoroughly and then 
soak. them for one to two hours, in two 


changes of 


quarts of boiling water to which you 
have added either two tablespoonfuls of 
vinegar or four heaping tablespoonfuls 
of boracic acid. (Some physicians recom- 
mend other solutions for this purpose.) 
After this soaking, wring them out, 
without rinsing them, and dry them. 
The boracice acid or vinegar kills some 
of the germs on the diapers and the 
traces of them that remain after drying 
will neutralize some of the ammonia. If 


| 





BABY: Now I've trimmed 
you down to my size, 
Mom — stili think you 
measure up as a mother? 


MOM: Honey, I feel about so-o-o big! 
I'd completely forgotten what it’s 
like to be a baby, wriggling and 
twisting all day. If your skin gets 
this uncomfortable, no wonder you 
howl! 


BABY: Ha, Mom! I thought this would 
show you that a baby’s skin needs 
extra care. I wouldn't have to howl 
if you treated me right with 
Johnson's Baby Oil and Johnson’s 
Baby Powder! 


MOM: If that’s the answer, lamb—have 


Pe 
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HOW TO BE FRESH AS A FLOWER 
Bulletin No. 19 — 5 cents 


A LOVELY SKIN 
Bulletin No. 18 — 10 cents 


re 
CEH 


Chatelaine Bulletins on Beauty Culture 
Concise — Authentic — Essentially Helpful 


DRESSING YOUR FACE 
Bulletin No. 17 — 10 cents 


Order from CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS, 481 University Avenue, Toronto. 
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both, if you need ‘em! 


BABY: I definitely do, Mommy. After 
my tub, a nice, gentle smoothover 
with Johnson’s Baby Oil, to help 
keep me a real Satin-Skin. Don’t 
forget it at diaper changes, too— 
to help prevent what my doctor 
calls “urine irritation.” 

And between times, you can bring 
on the Johnson’s Baby Powder— 
cool, snowflakey-soft sprinkles of it, 
so chafes and prickles never have 


a chance! 
4 MOM: Half-Pint, you're 
(\ smarter than your Mom! 
Ss i ’ 

? Let’s go get some 


Johnson’s and make this 
a big day! 


,_— Johnson's Baby Oil 
| Johnson's Baby Powder 


LIMITED MONTREAL 





HOW TO CARE FOR YOUR HAIR 
Bulletin No. 16 — 10 cents 


BEAUTIFUL HANDS 
Bulletin No. 15 — § cents 
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TRADITION 
in the 


mode manow 


p> The touch of Imperial Loyalist 
tradition is ever welcome in the modern home. Let 
Imperial Loyalist reflect your good taste, 
your keen perception of the quality of 
fine craftsmanship. Enrich your home by 
the lasting beauty of early Canadian de- 
sign . . . the furniture that is perfectly 
engineered in wood. 






<ouht Loy. 


Look for this brand on every piece iy we, 


Baby’s tender skin is more easily 
irritated than a grown up's. That's 
why doctors recommend the mildest, 
softest toiletries . .. Baby’s Own. 
Backed by over 75 years experience 
and research, Baby’s Own Soap, Oil and 
Powder contain only the purest, gentlest 
ingredients. Use Baby’s Own for your baby. 
Bath Sets on sale in 60¢ and $1.10 sizes, 


Babys Own 


SOAP 


chosen by mothers, doctors 
and nurses for over 75 years 


also BABY'S OWN OIL and 
BABY'S OWN POWDER 


you like you can boil the diapers before 
soaking in the boracic or vinegar solution. 

The third treatment that is advised 
by many physicians is to add a half 
teaspoonful of pure baking soda (sodium 
bicarbonate) to three of your baby’s 
feedings each day for a few days. This 
reduces the amount of ammonia formed 
from the urine. 


Boils. These are localized infections 
in the skin, something like extremely 
large pimples. In the centre of them, 
there is pus and the surrounding skin 
is red. They are usually caused by the 
germs known as staphylococci. You 
should never squeeze a boil as that ts 
likely to spread the germs into the skin 
around it. Puncturing them, even with 
a sterilized needle, is also to be avoided. 
Occasionally they need to be opened by 
your physician, and boils of any severity 
should be seen by him. It is a 
plan to clean the skin surrounding the 
boil with rubbing alcohol or an antisep- 


gz Li rd 


tic ointment to reduce the chances of 
other boils forming round the first one. 
In addition you should cover the boil 
with a soft pad of sterile gauze or a 
sterile bandage and apply dry heat in 
the form of a partially filled hot water 
bottle. 
not satisfactory as they soften the skin 


Often hot moist dressings are 


around and new boils are apt to appear 
in it. Children who eat considerable 
amounts of sweets, such as candies, 
cakes, cookies, honey and syrup are 
especially like ly to deve lop boils. There- 
fore you should see that they refrain, 


and explain why it is important todo so. 


Styes. Styes are rather like pimples, 
occurring on the eyelids. Some phy- 
sicians believe that eyestrain is a factor 
in their cause and recommend that such 
children have their eyes tested to sec 
if they need to wear glasses. Styes are 
certainly commoner in children who are 
health 


youngsters. 


below par in than in sturdy, 


strong Therefore if your 
child develops a stye you should have 


che 4 ke d 


Besides, you don’t 


your doctor. 
to take 


chances on an infection around such a 


him over by 


want any 


| precious organ as an eye, 


This is a very catching 
that common Ir 
children. It usually appears on the face, 


Impetigo. 


kin disease is fairly 


less commonly on the arms or legs. It 


begins as a close cluster of pimples, 


which contain clear fluid. These run 
together and become covered with 
crusts. As a rule it is not itchy. It is 


caused either by streptococci or staphy- 
germs by both of them 
together. A child with impetigo should 


lococe! or 


be kept out of school and away from 
He should us¢ only his 
As 


it is much easier to clear up in its early 


other children. 
own wash cloth, towel and soap. 


stages, before it spreads, you should 
Some 
very effective ointments are now avyail- 


have your doctor see it at once. 
able. Your doctor will no doubt tell 
you that you should bathe the crusts off 
with warm boracic solution, made by 
dissolving one teaspoonful of boracic 
acid in one pint of hot water, every 
morning and evening. The bathing must 
be continued for a quarter of an hour 
or longer until the crusts are soft and can 
The ointment is 
rubbed over the sore places as often as 


your doctor directs. 


be wiped away. 


The crusts are 
removed so that the active drug in the 
ointment can get at the germs causing 


| the disease. & 
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If your baby is restless, fussy 
and fretful, the little system needs 
the safe, gentle help of Steedman’s 
Powders. Steedman’s the standby 
of mothers for more than 100 years, 
promotes regular bewel action, 
helps relieve colic and feverish 
conditions. At your druggist’s. 


FREE BOOKLET 


“Hints to Mothers"’, on request. 


Write John Steedman & Co., 
Dept. A-2, 429 St. Jean Bap- 
tiste St., Montreal. 





gi STEEDMANS 


whiny teens POWDERS 


Jeething to Teen 
ymbol on the package 


Look for the double EE 





BOIL-PROOF e« CHILL-PROOF 
ROLL-PROOF 


Pyrex Nursing Bottles resist 
fast temperature changes. 
They're boil-proof . . . chill- 
proof... easy to keep clean, 
too. Pyrex Nursing Bottles are 
the best at any price. 


| PERERA 
NURSING BOTTLES 


Replocement guoranteed if 
broken by temperature shock 
within 2 years from dote of 

purchase. 





with tasty, nourishing 
Paris Paté. Spreads 
like butter, inexpensive, just 
the thing for luncheons and 
picnics. 

4-46 


ARIS-PATE 


MEAT PATTY 











How to Set a Table 


Continued from page 109 


a cook stationed in the kitchen to serve 
the food. 

The first three courses of the formal 
dinner illustrated by diagram page 108 
are placed on the service plates (after 
the napkins have been removed by each 
guest). The fruit cocktail 
served in a glass sherbet placed on a 
small glass or china plate; the soup in a 
soup plate or bouillon cup (only this 
last would have an accompanying sau- 
cer); the fish entree (a small fish fillet, 
hot. or cold, smoked or steamed, with 
its appropriate garnish) on a_ plate 
slightly smaller than the service plate. 

The remainder of the service is the 
same as that suggested for the semifor- 
mal dinner. Note: At a formal dinner 
the appropriate silver for the dessert 
course is always brought in on the 
individual plate. 

You will that goblets are 
always used at dinner; tumblers are 


would be 


notice 
more usual for a luncheon. 


A luncheon is generally less formal 
than an evening meal. There are fewer 
courses and the food is usually lighter 
and daintier. 

The place setting illustrated page 108 
is for a simple meal of three ‘or four 
courses. The suggested side salad may 
be served as course; or it 
may be placed on the table next to the 
bread-and-butter plate, directly above 
and slightly to the left of the dinner 
Occasionally a tossed salad in 


a separate 


plate. 
a wooden bowl is passed; a portion of 
this would be placed on the dinner plate, 
and, in this case, no salad fork would 
be needed. Since side salads usually are 
made with fruit, shredded 
vegetables and the like, no knife should 
be required. 


sectioned 


The dessert service is shown here set 
at each place, but if desired, it could 
accompany the sweet when it appears. # 


Bread Making 


Continued from page 116 


Filled Crescent Rolls 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
\% Basic sweet bread recipe 
Jam or mincemeat 


Roll dough into a circular shape, 
about 4 inch thick. Cut into wedge- 
shaped pieces. Spread each wedge with 
either jam or mincemeat; roll up, start- 
ing with wide end and rolling to point. 
Moisten tips and seal. Place on a greased 
baking sheet, cover with lightly floured 
waxed or brown paper, then with a 
clean dry towel. Let rise in a warm place 









Y MONEY 
| EARN EASY, 


REGAL CARDS! 


“Sell Rego! Cords. Earn extra 
money. Make up to 46% clear profit. Sell Canada's 
best value in beautiful cords. Everybody buys on 
sight. Sefl Regal’s 21 cord feature Christmas cord 
bex for $1.00, or Canodian Scenes cords 16 for $1.00. 
Regal’s framed gift pictures of Canadian Scenes at 
$1.00 ore extremely popular. Regal’s new Jingle 
Bells add enchantment to Christmas pockages 
Sell Regal cards all yeor round—Handi-Notes 20 for 
$1.00 and All-Occasion Cards 15 for $1.00. Write 
now for details and catalogue. 

REGAL STATIONERY CO. LTD. Dept. A2 
103 Simcoe St. Toronto, Ontario, or Dept. AZ 
163 W. Hastings St., Vancouver, B.C. 
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(80 to 85 deg. F.) until double in bulk 
(about one hour). Bake in a moderate 
oven (375 deg. F.) for 20 to 25 minutes. 
Yield: about 16 crescents. When cool, 
these may be iced with a plain sugar 
icing. 


Cherry Knots 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


\% Basic sweet bread recipe 
Maraschino cherries, quartered 


Roll small pieces of dough into strips 
about \% inch by six inches. Tie each 
strip In a knot, tuck ends under and 
seal together. Press quartered cherries 
into the folds of the knots and place 
buns on a greased baking sheet. Cover 
with lightly floured waxed or brown 
paper, then with a clean dry towel. 
Let rise in a warm place (80 to 85 
deg. F.) until double in bulk (about 
45 minutes). Bake in a moderate oven 
(375 deg. F.) for 20 to 25 minutes. 
Yield: 14% dozen medium-sized knots. 
When cool, these may be iced with a 
plain sugar icing. 


Pinwheel Buns 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


4 Basic sweet bread recipe 
¥ Tablespoonful of butte:, melted 
1 Tablespoonful of brown sugar 
14 Teaspoogful of cinnamon 
\% Cupful of currants 8 
2 Tablespoonfuls of finely 
chopped peel 


Roll the dough into a rectangle about 
12 x 8 inches. Combine the remaining 
ingredients thoroughly and spread over 
the dough. Roll as for jelly roll, starting 
with the eight-inch edge; seal ends and 
cut the roll into one-inch slices. Place 
these slices, cut side down, on a greased 
baking Cover with lightly 
floured waxed or brown paper, then with 
a clean dry towel. Let rise in a warm 
place (80 to 85 deg. F.) for about 45 
minutes. Bake in a moderate oven 
(375 deg. F.) for 20 to 25 minutes. 
Yield: 114 dozen small pinwheels. 


sheet. 


Pecan Buns 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


\% Basic sweet bread recipe 
¥ Cupful of brown sugar 
1 Teaspoonful of cinnamon 
¥% Cupful of chopped pecans 
2 Tablespoonfuls of light corn 
syrup 
1 Tablespoonful of butter 
12 Whole pecans 


Roll dough on a well-floured board to 
a rectangle 18 x 12 inches. Mix 4 cupful 
of brown sugar, the cinnamon and 14 
cupful of chopped pecans together and 
spread on the dough. Roll the dough up 
as for jelly roll; cut into one-inch slices. 
Combine the remaining 4 cupful of 
brown sugar, the corn syrup, butter and 
14 cupful of chopped pecans. 

Spread this mixture evenly in the 
bottom of greased muffin pans and 
place a whole pecan in the centre of 
each section. Place a slice of dough on 
top of the filling, cut side down. Cover 
with a lightly floured waxed or brown 
paper, then with a clean dry towel. Let 
rise in a warm place (80 to 85 deg. F). 
until double in bulk (about one hour). 
Bake in a moderate oven (375 deg. F). 
for 25 to 30 minutes. Yield: one dozen 
medium-sized rolls. #& 





Chatelaine, 


November, 1947 — 119 


KONERAY 


Registered 


PLEATED SKIRTS 







Trade Enquiries: please cable ‘ Gor-ray’ Wesdo London 
Sole Manufacturers: Gor-ray Ltd 107 New Bond Street London WI England 








caused by 
travel motion, 
relieved with 


Sit! Og Mleag o> 


e 
‘" Guaranteed by» 
Good Housekeeping 


Nor 


a third of a century 
on LAND and SEA... 








Tampax sold all 
round the world 
... 5 countries 


One of the greatest success 
stories of recent years found 
in this inconspicuous product 
Tampax is an ex- 
tremely small and 
dainty product 
(designed for 
monthly sanitary 
protection), but 
it is so important 


THE CURLY TOPKNOT 


A sweetly simple coif designed by one of 
Canada's leading hair-stylists 





to the comfort 

and freedom of batla for yon Baby 
many women that recom 

aa prenwigt Give your baby beautiful curls 

world . . . From with Nestle Baby Hair Treat- 





ment. It’s almost magic the 
way it helps transform straight 
wispy hair into soft ringlets 
and makes it thicker, too. See 


Vancouver to 
Paris, from Montreal to Rio, from 
Halifax to Melbourne, you will find 
Tampax. It is on sale in Ireland, 
Sweden and Portugal—in Eygpt, India, how quick and easy curls ap- 
Turkey, China—even in Malta, Iraq, pear with Mestle Baby Hair 
New Guinea and Madagascar... . / A Treatment. On sale at leading 
whole month’s supply of this doctor- drug stores. 

invented Tampax will slip into your 

purse. It is worn internaily—causes 
no odor—is easily disposable. Travel- 
ers, vacationists, sports-women, ac- 
tresses regard it as a ““wonder product.” 
No belts, pins, external pads~—no bulg- 
ing or wrinkling of costumes. Sold at 
drug and notion counters with full and 
careful instructions in every box. 
Canadian Tampax Corporation 
Limited, Brampton, Ontario. 47-28 





HAIR TREATMENT 


$1.25 Bottle makes one quart 
Good for 100 treatments! 
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Quickly Sells to 
Four Publications 


“I received a check from the 
Wheeler Syndicate, Montreal, 
for a short short. Also, lately, 


the ‘Farmer's Advocate’ (Lon- 
don, Ont.), the “Family Herald’ 
(Montreal) accepted articles on 
women's activities, and I have 
contributed a number of articles 





on farming activities in Algoma 
so the Farmer's Magazine," 
Toronto."’"——-Mrs. Albert E. Cau- 
field, St Joseph Island, Dist. 
Algoma, Ejilton Beach, Ontario, 
Canada. 


How do you KNOW 
you can't WRITE? 


Have you ever tried? 


Have you ever attempted even the least 
bit of training, under competent guidance? 


Or have you been sitting beck as it is so 
easy to do, waiting for the cay ts come 
when you will awaken, ali of 2 sudden, to 
the discovery, “I am a writer”? 

If the latter course is the one of your 
choosing, you probably never will write. 
Lawyers must be law clerks. Doctors must 
be internes. We all know that, in our 
time, the egg does come heyore the chicken. 


It is seldom that anycne becomes a writer 
until he (or she) has been writing for some 
time. That is why so many authors aud 
writers spring up out of the newspiper 
business. The day-to-day necessity of writ- 
ing—of gathering material about which to 
write—develops their talent, their insight, 
their background and thei: confidence as 
nothing else could. 

That is why the Newspaper Institute 
of America basis its writing instruction 
on journalism — continuous writing — the 
training that has produced so many suc- 
ecssful authors. 


Learn to write by writing 


T EWSPAPER Institute training is based 
on the New York Copy Desk Method. 
It starts and keeps you writing in your own 
home, on your own time. Week by week 
you receive actual assignments, just as if 
you were right at work on a great metro- 
politan daily. Your writing is individually 
corrected and constructively criticized. 
Thoroughly experienced, practical, active 
writers are responsible for this instruction. 
Under such sympathetic guidance, you will 
find that (instead of vainly trying to copy 
someone else’s writing tricks) you are 
rapidly developing your own distinctive, 
self-flavored style—undergoing an experi- 
ence that has a thrill to it and which at 
the same time develops in you the power to 
make your feelings articulate. 

Many people who should be writing be- 
come awe-struck by fabulous stories about 
millionaire authors and therefore give little 
thought to the $25, $50 and $100 or more 
that can often be earned for material that 
takes little time to write—stories, articles 
on homemaking, fashions, travel, local and 
club activities, business, hobbies, decorating, 
etc.—things that can easily be turned out 
in leisure hours, and often on the impulse 
of the moment. 


A chance to test yourself FREE! 


Our unique Writ- . 
i : NOTICE TO 
ing Aptitude Test CANADIANS 
tells whether you 
possess the funda- 

wae r 

mental qualities ne oo Donte aenenee 
cessary to successful | controi Board. Te 
writing —- acute ob- | facilitate all financial 
servation dramatic transactions, a special 
. ; . ° ° permit has been assign- 
instinct, creative am- ed te their account with 
agination, etc. You'll | The Canadian Bank of 
enjoy taking this test. | Commerce. Montreal. 
The corpon will 
bring it, without obligation. Newspaper 
Institute of America, One Park Avenue, 
New York 16, N.Y., U.S.A. (Founded 1925) 


Newspaper institute’s 
operations in Canada 
have been approved by 





Newspaper Institute of America 
One Park Ave., New York 16, | 
N.Y., U.S.A. 

Send me, without cost or obliga- | 
tion, your free Writing Aptitude Test and fur- 
ther information about writing for profit, | 


as promised in Chatelaine, November. | 
Mr. | 
Bre. FP nccccvcccescccccss Seccececoccces cece | 
ODS: Jkadadeseoedcbiptersgsbesesdeccsss 1 


ee! 
% 


(All correspondence confidential. No sales- | 
man will call on you.) 77-T-367 i 
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SOUPS « Tomatc Soup * Peas and Carrots * Squash 


Beef and Liver Soup « and Carrots, i: . 4 

Vegetable Soup. DESSERTS «+ Ap l ” ; } 
MEATS « Chicken, Vege- Apple, Prune Custard . { . 

tables and Farina * Vege- Dessert * Apricots with _ 

tables with Kemah. Oatmeal « Peaches Pears J | | 


with Farina * Prunes ¢ 
VEGETABLES: Asparagus Plums with Farina * 


vk: eoeeeee aes atlas 
12 Nourishing Varieties of Junior Foods = V7 (ore 


Chicken Soup Carrots 

Lamb and Liver Spinach 
Vegetable Beef Dinner Green Beans 
Tomato and Rice Prune Pudding 
Creamed Diced Vegetables i 


Mixed Vegetables 


FOR LITTLE TOTS ¢ 
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Listen fo NICK CARTER 
Every Sunday on Mutual 
See paper for time and station 


_ When MINUTES Count 
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Old Dutch Cleanser 
FASTEST - EASIEST 


of ALL leading cleansers 


“Ho... hum! What a swell friend Old Dutch 
is going to be tonight! Just two spoonfuls 
in the dishwater and these glasses and 
dishes’ll sparkle! 


Those greasy pans? They’re not so much! 
’Cause Old Dutch dissolves grease .. . fast. 
Yes, and that Seismotite in Old Dutch... 
now there’s the stuff for getting rid of dirt 


and stains. That’s Old Dutch for you...a 
friend in need. Sure-fire for faster, easier 
cleaning when your cleaning minutes count! 


So ladies, remember my little hint on dish- 
washing. And try Old Dutch Cleanser 
yourself. See how many minutes, how much 
rubbing you save on soiled, greasy pans and 
dishes... your sink, tub, and washbowl! 


P. S. Louise says to notice how easy Old Dutch Cleanser is on the hands,” 


% Cleansers widely known in the U.S. and Can- 
ada were tested on soiled, greasy surfaces. 
And Old Dutch cleaned fastest, easiest of all! 
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